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TO ALL 
FxlEN DS round the /REKIN. 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 


STEAD of the mercenary Expectations that attend 
3 Addreſſes of this Nature, I humbly beg, that this 
may be . an Acknowledgment for the Fa- 
vours you have already conferr'd: I have tranſgreſs d 
the Rules of Dedication in offering you any thing in 
that Style, withoat firſt aſking your Leave: But the 


Entertainment 1 found in Shropſhire, commands me- 


| to be greteful, and that's all 1 intend. 
'Twas my good: Fortune to be order'd ſome time 
ago into the Place which is made the Scene of this 
Comedy:; 1 was a perfect Stranger to every thing in 
„but its Character of Loyalty, the Number of 
its Inhabitants, the Alacrity of the Gentlemen in Re- 
cruiting the Army, with their generous and hoſpita- 
ble Reception of Strangers. 
This Character I found ſo amply verify'd in every 


Particular, that you made Recruiting, which is the 


| preateſt Fatigue upon Earth to others, to be the grea- 
telt Pleaſure in the World to me. 

| The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bgdics of Men, 

better Inclinations for the Service, more Generoſity, 


more good Underſtanding, not more Politeneſs than 
is to be found at the Foot of the Wrekis. | 
Some little Turns of Humour that 1 met with al- 
moſt within the Shade of that famous Hill, gave the 
Riſe to this Comedy ; and 12 were apprehenſive 


; 


— 


that, by the Example of ſome others, I would make 


the Town merry at the Expence of the Countrey- 


Gentlemen: But they forgot that I was to write a 
Comedy, not a Libel; and that whilſt 1 held to Na- 
ture, no Perſon of any Chatacter in your Countrey 
could ſuffer by being expos d. I have drawn the 
Juſtice and the Clown in their Paris Naturalibas; the 
one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Blockhead; and 
the other a worthy, honeſt, generous Gentleman, 
bearty in his Countrey's Cauſe, and of as good an 


Underſtanding as 1 could give him, which 1 muſt. 


confeſs is far ſhort of his own. 


I humbly beg leave to interline a Word or two of 


the Adventures of the Recruiting · Officer upon the Stage. 

Mr. Rich, who commands the Company for which 

thoſe Recruits were rais d, has defir'd me to acquit 

him before the World of a Charge which he thinks 

lies heavy upon him, for acting this Play on Mr. Dur- 
fey's third Night. 

Be it known unte all Men by theſe Preſents, That it 


WAY 
2wou'd play his third Night againſt the firſt of mine. 
He brought down a huge Flight of frightful Birds up- 
on me; when (Heaven knows) 1 had not a fer- 
ther'd Fowl in my Play, except one ſingle Kits: But 
1 preſently made Plume a Bird, becauſe of his Name, 
and Brazen another, becauſe of the Feather in his 
Hat; and with theſe three I engag'd his whole Em- 
pire, which 1 think was as great a Wonder as any in 
' But to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, the 
Seaſon was far advanc'd ; the Officers that made the 


their Poſts abroad, and waited only for a Wind, which 
might poſſibly turn in leſs than a Day: And 1 know 
none of Mr. Darſey; Birds that had Poſts abroad but 
his Weodcocks, and their Seaſon is over; ſo that he 
might put off a Day with leſs Prejudice than the Re- 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 1 — 


Act and Deed, or rather Mr. Durſey s; for he 


greateſt Figures in my Play, were all commanded to 


ting · Officer cou d; who has this farther to ſay for 
ad 8 bim elf 


Dr 


But 
1 Helps to ſet it forward: The Duke of Or- 


Tr R9_ WW P 2 


t 
E f 
- 
- 
t 
0 
s 
P 
1 
c 
E 
+ 
h 
W 
it 
le 
e- 
Or 
t, 


mond encouraged the Author, and the Earl of Orrery 
approv'd the Play. My Recruits were review'd by my 
General and my Collonel, and could not fail to paſs 
muſter; and fill to add to my Succeſs, they were 
mis d among my poo Foo the Wrekin. "IP 
is H has dv e over our other 
This He antage 8 


Tour moſt obliged, = 
and moſt obedient Servant, 


G. Fa R QUHAR; 


THE 
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PROLOGUE. 


7* ancient Times whew Hellen's faral Charms | 
Runs d the Univerſe to Arms, 
The Græcian Council 
The fly Ulyſſes forrh——ro raiſe Recruits. 
The op» by > ain found, without delay, 
les, « Deſerter lay. 

Him 1 warn d to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 
„ Greece. reguir d—againft their 1 Foes. 
the Recraitmg ** were needful here 
To raiſe this great, this tim ron: Volunteer. 
Ulyfles well could tali He flirs, he warms 
The warlike Youth—— He liflens to the Charms 
Of Plunder, fine lat d Coats, and glitt'ring Arms. 
Ulyfles ary ond the young aſpiring Boy, 
And liſed bim who wrought the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector ſlain: 
Recruiting thus fair Hellen did regain. 
F for one Hellen ſuch prodigious things 

Were atted, that they eves lifted Kings; 
If for one Hellen's artful, vicious Charms, 
Half the tranſported World was found in Arms : 


What 


PROLOGUE. 
What for ſo many Hellens may We dare, 
Whoſe Minds as well as Faces are ſo Fair ? 

1} by one Hellen's Eyes, old Greece ron d find 
1s Homer fir d to wrige——ev'sn Homer blind; 
| The Britains ſure beyond compare may write, 

| | That view ſo many Hellens ev'ry Night. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 
Mr. Balance, Mr. Keen; 
Mr Scale, Three Juſtices. ; Ws Philips. 
Mr. Scraple, { Mr. Kent. 
Mr. Worthy, a Gentleman of Shropſhire. Mr. Williams. 
Capt. Plume, Twe — — CMr. Wilks. 
* Mr. Cibber. 
, Xire, Serjeant to Plume. Mr. EA court. 


Coftar Pear-main, Mr. Norris. 
Tho, — + Two Recruits. Ute Fairbank. 


Mel:nds, a Lady of Fortune. 


Sylvia, Daughter to Ballance "yh FIR 
love with Plume. 1 


IT «c,;, Melinda s Maid. | Mrs. Sapsford. 
| Roſe, a Countrey Wench. 


Mrs. Mountſort. 


| 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendants. 


|, SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 
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THE 


Recruiting Officer. 


SCENE, The Martet- Place Drum 
beats the Granadeer-March, 
Enter Ser: cant Kite, follow'd by the Mob. 


51 ber Majeſty, ad * down 
de French King: If any Pren- 
ttt tices have ſevere Maſters, a- 
y children heve undutiful Parents: If any Servants 


1 have too little Wages, or any Huſband too much 


Wife: Let them repair to the noble Serjeant Kite, 


| &t the Sign of the Raven in this good Town of 


3 and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and 
Entertainment Gentlemen, 1 don't beat my 


- | Drums here to inſnare or inveigle any Man! for you 
| mult know, Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Honour : 


I don't beat up for common Soldiers; no, 1 
lit only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen 
Pray, Gentlemen, 9 Cap — This . 

Av ond 
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for we don't care for feeling one another But do 


| — Kite, Say you ſo? Then, I find, Brother — 


32 * The Recruiting Officer. 


Cap of Honour, it dubs a Man a Gentleman in the 
drawing of a Tricker; and he that has the good For- 


tune to be born fix Foot high, was born to be a great 

Man Sir, will you give me leave to try this Cap 

upon your Head ? 

. ls chere no harm in't? Won t che Cap lit me? 
Tian. No, no, no more than 1 can — Come, let 

me ſee how it becomes you. / 
Mob. Are you fur there be no Conjurnion in it? 


| No Gunpowder Plot upon m 


Kite. No, no, Friend; dont fear, Man. 
Mob. My Mind miſgives me plaguily —— Let me 


ſee Going 70 put in on.) It ſmells woundily of | 


Sweat and ne. Pray, Scrjeant, what W 
is this upon the Face of it? " | 
4 or the Bed of Honour. 

Mob. Pray now, what may be that ſame Bed of 
0! A ighty large Bed Bigger by half | 
Kite. O! Am ! y than 
the great Bed atare——tcn thouſand People may lye 
in it together, and never feel one another. 
Mob. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lye in't, 


Foun found in this ſame Bed of Honour ! 
und! Ay , fo ſound that they never awake. 
* Wauns ! l with again that my Wife lay there. 


- SS <4t AS aa Mi. 1 ** 


Mob. Brother! Hold there, Friend; I am no Kin- 


| red to you that I know of yet——Look' e, Serjeant, | 
no Coaxing, no Wheedling, dye ſee if I haven } | 


mind to lit, why ſfo—— If not, why tis not ſo— 
Therefore take your Cap and your Brotherſhip back 
again, for I am not diſpos'd a this preſent Writ F 
w—— No Coaxing, no Brothering me, 

Kite, I coax! I wheedle! Dn have tr? Sir, I have 
ſery'd twenty Campaigus————But, Sir, you tak; 
C3 Ln co ee yam are a Man every loch 
of you, a pretty young ſprightly Fellow — | love 
Fellow with a Spirit ; but I ſcorn to coax, tis bale: 
The'l wait fay, that never in wy Life have 14 F 
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. 
Man better built! how firm and ftrong he treads! He 
leps like a Caſtle ; but I ſcorn to wheedle any Man— 
Come, honeſt Lad, will you take ſhare of a Pot? 

- Mob. Nay, for that matter, II fpend my Penny 
with the beſt He that wears a Head, that is, begging 

Pardon, Sir, and in a fair way. 

o Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now, Gentle- 

/ men, I have no more to ſay, but this Here a 

? Purſe of Gold, and there is a Tub of humming Ale 

I & my Quarters—— Tis the Queen's Money, andthe 

Queen's Drink — She's a generous Queen, and loves 
her Subjects —— [ hope, Gentlemen, you won't re- 
fuſe the Queen's Health ? 

All Mob. No, no, no. 

Tit. Huzza then, hurzza for the Queen, and the 
Honour of Shbropſbire. 

All Mob, Huzzz! 

Kite. Beat Drum. . Drum * 4 Grana 
deer's March. 

| Enter Plume in « Habit. | 

Plume. By the Granadeer March, that ſhou'd be my 
Drum, and by that Shout, it ſhou'd beat with Suc- 
veſs Let me ſee Four a Clock——| Looking on 
bis Watch.) At Ten Yeſterday Morning left Lone 
4 A Hundred and Twenty Miles in Thirty Hours 
bs pretty ſmart Riding, but nothing to the Fatigue of 
Recruiting. N 
: Enter Kite. 


Tie. Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captaine : : 
From the Banks of the Danube to the Severs fide, 
noble Captain, you're welcome. 
Plume. A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr. Kites 
I T find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting 
Strain——Pray what Succeſs ? 
4 85 have been here a Week, and I have recruit» 
we. 

© Plame. Five! Pray what are they? 
Tie. I have liſted the ſtrong Man of Lens, the 
© King of the Gipſies, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel At- 
T torney, and a Folch Parion. | 

Plume. 
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14 The Recruiting Officer. 
Plume. An Attorney! Wert thou mad? Liſa 
Lawyer! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute, 
Kite. Why, Sir? 
Plume, Becauſe I will have no Body in my Com- 


pany that can write; a Fellow that can write, can 


draw Petitions—-l ſay this Minute diſcharge him. 
Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 
Plume. Can he write? 
Kite. Hum ! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 
Plume. Keep him by all means But how ſtands 
the Countrey affected? Were the People pleas'd with 
the News of my coming to Town ? 
Kite. Sir, the Mob are ſo pleas'd with your Ho- 
nour, and the Juſtices and better ſort of People are 
fo delighted with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Bu- 


fineſs— But, Sir, you have got a Recruit here, that 


you little think of. 
Plane. Who! 

Mw. Ons then you deat op tar the ft time you 
were in the Countrey: You remember your old 
Friend Molly at the Caſtle ? i 
Plume. She's is not with Child, I hope. 


ſterdayx. 
| Plume. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 


the Mother. 
Plume, If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; ſhe 


can waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occafion. 


Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But your 


Honour knows that I am marry d already. 


Plume. To how many? 
Kite. I can't tell readily I have ſet them down 
have upon the back of the Muſter-Roll. [ Draws it 


Let me ſee,——lnprimis, Mrs. Sheely Snikereyes, ; 


ihe Ils Potatoes upon Ormond: Key in Dublin——Peg- 


| 2 Guzzle, the Brandy Woman, at the Horſe-Guard } 


Dolly Waggon, the Carriet's Daughter 
— Hull—Madamoiſelle Van-bortom- flat at the Buſs— 


11 Widow 


—— — - 


Kite. No, no, Sir. ſhe was brought to Bed ye- 


Kite. And ſo her Friends will oblige me to marry 


. 
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The Recruiting Officer. 15 
xt Portſmouth ; but I don't reckon upon her, for ſhe 

was marry d at the ſame time to two Lieutenants of 
Marines, and a Man of War's Boatſwain. - | 

Plume. A full Company— You have nam'd five 
Come, make 'em half a dozen : — — is the 
Child a Boy or a Girl? 

Kite. A Chopping Boy. 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother town 5 in your Liſt, 
and the Boy in mine: Enter him a Granadeer by the 
Name of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow— I' a}- 


low you a Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now 80 


comfort the Wench in the Straw. 
Kite. I ſhall, Sir. 
plame. But hold, have you made any uſe of your 
German Doctor's Habit fince you arriv'd? | 
Kite, Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's ail about the 
the Countrey for the moſt faithful Fortune-teller that 
ever told a Lie I was obliged to let my Landlord 
into the Secret, for the Convenience of keeping it 
4 but he's an honeſt Fellow, and will be faithful to 
any Roguery that is truſted to him. This Device, 
Sir, will get you Men, and me Money, which, 1 


| think» is all we want at preſent— But yonder comes 


pour Friend Mr. © Lon Has your Honour any - 
_ father Commands? 


Plume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite.] 'Tis indeed 


the Picture of Worthy, but the Life's departed. 


Enter Worthy. 


What, Arms a-croſs, Werthy ! Methinks you ſhould 
hold em open, when a Friend's ſo near The 


May has got the Vapours in his Ears, I believe: 1 muſt 
expel this melancholy Spirit. 


_ Spleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
Fh, 1 — thee, by this Magick Blow. 
[Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 


Wor. Plume ! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe 


and ſound return'd ! 


Plume. I "ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound, I 
__ Som Londen; you te 1 have al ganiber Lag, 
N 4 » 
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Arm, nor Noſe; then for my Inſide, tis neither 


troubled with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and 1 
have an excellent Stomach for Roaſt Beef. 

Wor, Thou art a happy Fellow, once 1 was ſo. 

Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Wales, I hope? Has your Father roſe 
from the Dead, and re- aſſum'd his Eſtate? 

Wor. No. 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely. 

IVor. No. 

Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 

Wor. Come, I muſt out with it——Your once gay, 


roving Friend, is dwindled into an obſequious, 


thoughtful, romantick, conftant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is all this for? 

Wor, For a Woman. 

Plume. Shake Hands, Brother, if thou g0 to that 
behold me as obſequious, as thoughtfal, and as con- 
ſtant a Coxcomb as your Worſhip. 

Wr. For whom? 

Plume For a Regiment———But for a Woman 
*Sdeath! I have been conſtant to fifteen at a time, 
| but never melanchoiy for one, and can the Love of 


- one bring you into this Condition? Pray, who is this | 


wonderful Hellen ! 

Wor. A Helles indeed, not to be won under a ten 
Years Siege, as great a Beauty, and as great a Jilt. 

Plume. A Jilt! Pho! Is ſhe as great a Whore? 

Wor. No, no. 

Plume. Tis ten thouſand Pities: But who is the? 

Do I know her? 
Wor. Very well. | 

Plume. That's impoſſible I know no Woman 
that will hold out a ten Year's Siege. 

Wor. What think you of Melinda? 

Plame. Melinda! Why, ſhe began to capitulate 
this time Twelve- month, and offer'd to ſurrender ” 
on honourable Terms; aud 1 adviſed you to propoſe 
a Settlement of five hundred Pounds a Year to bet 
before I went laſt abroad. 
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Wor. I did, and the hearken d to it, defiring enly 
| | one Week to confider—— When, beyond her Hopes, 

the Town was reliev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege 
into 2 Blockade. | 
| plume. Explain, explain. 
e Wor. My Lady Ricbly, her Aunt in Flint ſbire dies, 
. and leaves her, at this critical time, twenty thouſand 


Plume. Oh the Devil! what a delicate Woman 
vn there ſpoil'd! But by the Rules of War now—— 
Werthy, Blockade was fooliſh — After ſuch a Con- 
" | voy of Proviſions was enter d the Place, you could 
» | have no thought of reducing it by Famine; you 
hould have redoubled your Attacks, taken the Town 

by Storm, or have dy'd upon the Breach. 
| Wor. I did make one general Aﬀault, and puſh'd it 
vim all my Forces; but I was ſo vigorouſly repuls'd, 
y | that deſpairing of ever gaining her for a Miſtreſs, I 
hve alter d my Conduct, given my Addrefles the ob- 


Plame. So as you grew obſequious, ſhe grew haugh- 
ty; and becauſe you approach d her as a Goddeſs, the. 
1 wid you like a Dog, | 
Wor. Exadly. 

Plame. *Tis the way of them all. — Come, Wor- 
. your obſe quious and diſtant Airs will never bring 
together; you muſt not think to ſurmount her 
by your Humility : Wou'd you bring her to- 


e? beter Thoughts of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a 
neaner Opinion of her ſelf. Let me ſee, the very 
firſt thing that I would do, ſhould be to lie with her 


Chamber-maid, and hire three or four Wenches in 
the Neighbourhood to report that I had got them with 
Child —— Suppoſe we lampoon'd all the pretty Wo- 
ven in Town, and left her out; or, what if we 
4 made a Ball, and forgot to invite her with one or two 
0 1 the uglieſt. 

Wor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt con- 
wr, | 3 but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that 


18 


The Recruiting Officer. 
we can have no Balls, no Lampoons, noñ 
Plame. What! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruit- 


ing Officers in Town ! I thought 'twas a Marim + 


mong them, to leave as many Recruits in the Coun- 
trey as they carry'd out. 

Wor. No body doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 
in ſerving your Countrey with your beſt Blood, wit- 


neſs our Friend Molly at the Caſtle; there have been 


Tears in Town about that Buſineſs, Captain. 
Plume. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 
Wor. O Sir, have you thought 

fanſy you had forgot poor Sylvia. 


marry upon . 
If I hou'd, I am reſolv'd never to 
bind my ſelf to a Woman for my whole Life, till l 


know whether 1 ſhall like her Company for half an 
Hour. Suppoſe I marry'd a Woman that wanted 


Leg ——— ſuch a thing might be, unleſs I examin'd 


the Goods be forehand if People wou'd but try one 


another's Conſtitutions before they engag d, it won d 


prevent all theſe Elopements, Divorces, and the De- 


vil knows what. 


Wor. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not ſtick 


to ſay, that | 
Plume. I hate Countrey-Towns for that Reaſon— 
if your Town has a diſhonourable thought of Sylvia, 


it deſerves to be burnt to the Ground. 1 love Sy 


via, I admire her frank, generous Diſpofition—— 


There's ſomething in that Girl more than Woman, 


ker Ser is but a Foil to her. The Ingratitude, Dif- 
| mulation, 


Ser Mom 


of her? I begun to 
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mulation, Envy, Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her 


Ser Females, do but ſet off their Contraries in her 


ui hort, were I once a General, I wou'd marry her. 


"Wor. Faith, you have Reaſon—— for were you 
but a Corporal, ſhe wou'd marry you— But my Me- 
linda coquets it with every Fellow ſhe ſees ri 
ly Fifty Pound ſhe makes Love to you. 

Plume. 1'll lay Fifty Pound that I return it, if ſhe 
does Look e, Worthy, I'll win her, and give ber 
to you afterwards. 

"Wor. If you win her, you ſhall wear her, Faith; 


ef the Vietory. "= 


Lit. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 
Name. You may ſpeak out, here are none but 


Friends. 
Kune. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort 
the good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Molly —= my 


Vie, Mr-Worthy. 


Wor. O ho! very well! I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Kite. 
Rite. Your Worſhip very well may for I have 
got both a Wife and a Child in half an Hour— But 
I was ſaying——You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Molly 
-i Wife Il mean———— But what d'ye think, Sir? 
the was better comforted before 1 came. 
Plume. As how? 


. Why, Sir, 2 Footman in a blue Livery had 


brought her ten Guineas to buy her Baby-cloaths. 
. Who, in the Name of Wonder could ſend 


Tize. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that —— Mrs. $yl- 


Plume. Sylvia ! Generous Creature! 
Wor. Sylvia! Impoſſible! | 
Le. Here are the Guineas, Sir. | 


[Whiſpers. 


took the 


| Gold as part of my Wite's Portion. Nay, farther, 


wt, he ſent Word the Child ſhould be taken all ima- 


1 Frable care of, and that the intended to ſtand God- 


other. The ſame Footman, as I was coming to 
you 
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you with this News, call'd after me, and told me; 


that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with me——l went, and 
upon hearing that you were come to Town, ſhe gave 


me half a Guinea for the News; and order'd me to | 


tell you, that Juſtice Ballance, her Father, who is juſt 


come out of the Countrey, would be glad to ſee you. 
Plume, There's a Girl for you, Worthy—— Is there 


any thing of Woman in this? No, 'tis noble, gene- 
rous, manly Friendſhip; ſhew me another Woman. 


that wou'd loſe an Inch of her Prerogative—— that 


way, without Tears, Fits and Reproaches. The com- 
mon Jealouſy of her Sex, which is nothing but their 


Avarice of Pleaſure, ſhe deſpiſes; and can part with 


the Lover, tho' ſhe dies for the Man—Come Mort 
Where's the beſt Wine? For there I'll quarter, 


Wor, Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe I re- 


—_—_ the Maidenhead of it for. your Welcome to 

Plame. Let's away then —— Mr. Kite, wait on the 
Lady with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhal 
only refreſh a little, and wait upon her. 


Wor, Hold, Kite, have you ſeen. the other Re. 


cruiting Captain? 

Kite. No, Sir. 

Plume. Another! who is he? | 

Wor. My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt m- 
accountable Fellow——but III tell you more as ve 

SCENE, 4 Apartment, 
Melinda and Sylvia meeting. 

Auel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia, [Salwts). 

1 envy'd you your Retreat in the Countrey ; for 
Shrewſbury, methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, 
are the muſt irregular Places for living; here we have 
Smoak, Noiſe, Scandal, AﬀeRation, and Preten- 
fion; in ſhort, every thing to give the Spleen 
— it then the Air is intole- 
I ; 
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Sy, O Madam! I have heard the Town commen- 
Jed for its Air. 

Mel. Bat you don't confider, Sylvia, how long 1 
have liv'd in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, 
the leaſt nice in her Conſtitution no Air can be 
good above half a Year. Change of Air, I take to 
be the moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. 

Sy. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeve- 
ul ſorts of Airs. 

Mel. Pſha! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
Bla, 

yl. Pra 


| ſuch an Air to me. Your Education and mine were 


juſt the ſame; and I remember the time, when we 
never troubled our Heads about Air, but when the 


arp Air from the Welſh Mountains made eur Fingers 


ake in a cold Morning at the Boarding-School. 

Ael. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, but 
our Temperaments had nothing alike ; you had the 
Conftitution of an Horſe. 8 

Syl. So far as to be troubled with neither Spleen, 
Cholick, nor Vapours; I need no Salts for my Sto- 
mach, no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Walſh for 
my Complection. I can gallop all the Morning after 
the Hunting-horn, and all the Evening after a Fid- 
de. In ſhort, I can do every thing with my Father, 
but drink, and ſhoot flying; and I'm ſure, I can do every 


thing my Mother cou'd, were I put to the Trial. 


Auel. You are in a fair way of being put to't; for 
I am told your Captain is come to Town. 

Syl. Ay, Melinds, he is come, and I'll take Care 
be ſha'n't go without a Companion. 
Mel. You are inly mad, Coufin. 3 
Syl. And there's a Pleaſure in being Mad, which 
none but Mad-men know. 

Mel. Thou poor Romantick Qzixor !=——Haſt thou 
de Vanity to imagine, that a young rightly Officer, 


a 
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that rambles © er half the Globe in half a Year, cin 
confine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Gs 


trey Juſtice, in an obſcure part of the World ? 
Syl. Pha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou'd 


not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a | 


Narrowneſs of Soul. Conſtancy is but a dull 

Quality at beſt, they will hardly admit it among the 
manly Virtues; nor do I think it deſerves a Place with 
Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and ſome o- 


ther Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. lu 
ſhort, Melinda, I think a Petticoat a mighty fimple 


thing, and I am heartily tir'd of my Sex. 


Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to out 


Sex, that you can't ſo handſomly get rid of in Petti- | 


coats, as if you were in Breeches ————O' my Con- 
ſcience, Sylvie, hadſt thou been a Man, thou bad 
been the greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. »- 


Syl. I ſhou'd have endeavour d to know the World, 


which a Man can never do throughly, without halfa 
hundred Fri 


Atl. He's my Averſion. 
Vapours ? | 
Mel. What do you ſay, 


Madam ? 


and as many Amours ; but now 
I think on't, how ftands your Affair with Mr. Worthy t 


you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt Fel. 


Fortune; and beſides that he's my Plame s Friend, 
_ by all that's ſacred if you don't uſe him better, 
I ſhall expect Satisfaction. 
Ael. Satisfaction! you begin to fanſy your ſelf in 


Breeches in good earneſt But to be plain with you, 


I like Worthy the worſe for being ſo intimate with your 


Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, unman- 
acrly Coxcomb. + 

Syl. O, Madam ! you never ſaw him, perhaps, fince 
you were Miſtreſs of Twenty thouſand Pound ; you 
only knew him when you were capitulating with wir- 
_ thy for a Settlement, which perhaps might encourage 
him to be a little looſe, and namennctly with you. 
el, „ Madam? 
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23 
dyl. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 
Mel. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you are 

too plain. 

951 If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I 
think your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 

Mel. Were 1 ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take 
with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 

* Again! Look e, Madam, you're in your own 

Houſe. 

Mel. And if you had kept in yours, I ſhou'd have 

excus'd you. 8 

yl. Don't be troubled, Madam, 1 ſha'n't defire to 


bee my Viſit return d. 


Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an end of 


this, the better. 
5yl. I am exfily perſuaded to follow my Inclinati- 
| ons, ſo, Madam, your humble Servant. * 
Mel. Saucy Thing? 
Enter Lucy. 


Luc. What's the matter, Madam? 

Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſhe 
ſwell'd upon the Arrival of her Fellow. 

Lac. Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd 
to occaſion any great Swelling, + Ap I don't be- 
leve the has ſeen him yet. 

Mel. Nor ſha'n't if I can help ii Let me ſe 
| have it Bring me Pen and Ink ——— hold, 
In go write in my Cloſet. 

| Lac. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam. 


— Letter. 
Mel. Who ſent it? — 


Luc. Your Captain, Madam. 


Mel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him. Send it 
lack unopen d. 
Luc. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 


| Atel. Then how ſhou'd 1 fend an Anſwer ? Call 


lim back immediately, while I go write. [Exexnr. 
The End of the fr ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT II. 


SCENE, As Apartment. 


| Enter Juftice Ballance and Plume. 

Ball. Y Ooky, Captain, give us but Blood for 
M „ and you ſha'n't want 3 
T that for ſome Years of the laſt War, we had nv 
Blood, noWounds, but in the Officer's Mouths ; 
for our Millions but News-Papers not worth a Rea 
ing Our Army did nothing but play at Priſon Bar, 
and hide and ſeek with the Enemy; but now ye have 
brought us Colours, and Standards, and Priſonerm-- 
Ad's my Life, Captain, get us but another Marſh 
of France, and Il] 14 my elf for a Soldier 
Plume. Pray, Mr 
Daughter ? 


Ball. Ah, Captain! What is my Daughter to 1 


Marſhal of France? We're upon a nobler Subject, 
want to have a particular Deſcription of the Battel of 
Hockſftat. 

Plume. The Battel, Sir, was a very pretty Baus 
as any one ſhou'd defire to ſee, but we were all 
intent upon Vi „ that we never minded the Ba 
tel: all that I know of the matter, is, our Genenl 
commanded us to beat the French, and we did; 
and if he pleaſes but to ſay the Word, we'll dot & 
gain. But pray, Sir, how ves dic. Sxteder 

Ball. Sti Sylvia ! For ſhame, Captain, you 


upon 
are engag d already, wedded to the War; Victory | 


2. and tiobelow 2 Selficr to think Gay 
Plame As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs ; but as a Friend, 


you — | 
Plume. How, Sir! — 


Bal. 


— 


|. 


. Ballance, how does your fit | 


we jw tz © 


7 
| Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman 
your Friend and BenefaQor ? 
Ball. Not much of that, | 
2 There the Compariſon breaks; the Favours, 
Ball. Pho, I hate Speeches; if I have done you 
| Captain,'twas to pleaſe my ſelf; for I love 
and if I could part with my Girl, you hound 
as ſoon as any young Fellow I know : But 
ou have more Honour than to quit the Ser- 
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Syl. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or 
where you will; but you know, Sir, there is a cer. 
tain Will and Teſtament to be made before-hand. | 
Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and 
there it is; and if you pleaſeto open that Parchment, 
which was drawn the Evening before the Battel of | 

| Blenheim, you will find whom I left my Heir. 

Syl. Mrs. Sylvia Ballance, | Open Will and reads.) 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome and ſubſtantial 
Compliment ; but 1 can aſſure you, I am much bet- 

ter pleaſed with the bare Knowledge of your Intenti- 
on, than I ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your 
Legacy: But methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left | 
ſomething to your little Boy at the Cafe. | | 

Plume. That's home, [ 4f:de.] My little Boy! Lack- 
a-day, Madam, that alone may convince you 'twa 
none of mine; why the Girl, Madam, is my Ser- 
jeant's Wife, and ſo the poor Creature gave out that 
I was Father, in hopes that my Friends might 
her in Caſe of Neceffity, —— That was all, Ma- 

dam My Boy! No, no, no. 
Enter a Servant. © | 
Serv. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome 
News from London, and deſires to ſpeak with you 
immediately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that 
he can't wait on him as he promis'd. « 
Plume. Ill News! Heavens avert it, nothing could 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy 
Gentleman afflicted: I' leave you to comfort him, 
and be aſſur d, that if my Life and Fortune can be 
any way ſerviceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he 
hall freely command both. 

Syl. The Neceſſity muſt be very preſſing, that 
would engage me to endanger either. | 
' [Excunt ſeveraliy. 


SCENE, Another Apartment. 


Enter Ballance and Sylvia. | 
Sy!. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hopes, Sir; per- 
haps my Brother may recover, Ball 
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Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; Do- 
cor Killman acquaints me here, that before this comes 
to my Hands, he fears I ſhall have no Son —— Poor 
Owen ! ——— But the Decree is juſt, I was pleas'd 
with the Death of my Father, becauſe he left me an 
Eſtate, and now I am puniſh'd with the Loſs of an 
Heir to inherit mine; I muſt now look upon you as 
the only Hopes of my Family, and I expect that the 
Augmentation of your Fortune will give you freſh 
Thoughts, and new Proſpects. „ 
Syl. My Defire of being punctual in my Qbedi- 
ence, requires that you would be plain in your Com- 


mands, Sir. 


Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
Heireſs to my Eſtate, which you know is about twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a 
fair Claim to Quality, and a Title; you muſt ſet-a 
juſt Value upon your ſelf, and in plain Terms, think 
no more of Captain Plume. . 

Syl. You have often commended the Gentleman, Sir. 

Ball. And I do ſo ſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow ; but 
tho' I lik d him well enough for a bare Son- in- Law, I 
don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and 
Family; fifteen hundred Pounds indeed 1 might truſt 
in his Hands, and it might do the young Fellow a 


| Kindneſs, but. ods my Life, twelve hundred 


Pound a Year wou'd ruin him, quite turn his Brain: 
A Captain of Foot worth twelve hundred Pounds a 
Year! Tis a Prodigy in Nature. Beſides this, I have 
five or fix thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my R- 
ftate; Oh! That wou'd make him ſtark mad: For 
you muſt know, that all Captains have a mighty A- 
verſion to Timber, they can't endute to ſee Trees 
ſtanding, Then 1 ſhou'd have ſome Rogue of a Buil- 
der, by the help of his damn'd Magick Art, transform 
my noble Oaks and Elms into Corniſhes, Portals, 


| Saſhes, Birds, Beaſts and Devils, to adorn ſome: ma- 


gotty, new-faſhion'd Bauble upon the Thames ;- and 

then you ſhou'd have a Dog of a Gardner bring a 

Habeas Corpus for my TIES, remove it to Chel- 
Bu pn” 


\ 
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or Twittenham, and it into Graſs-Plats, and 
Gravel Walks — 
| Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your- 
Worſhip, but he will deliver it into no hands but your 


tyman exactly y Bre 1 
poor Brother! If he lives, ah poor Siſter! 
Tis bad both ways; I'll try it again, — Follow m7 
own Inclinations, and break my Father's Heart; or 
obey his Commands, and break my own ; worſe and 
I take it thus? A moderate Fortune, 
cllow and a Pad; or a fine Eſtate, a Coach 
„ and an Aff That will never do neither. 


. How old were you when your Mother dy'd? | 
young, that I don't remember I ever had 
you have been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to 

that indeed I never wanted one. 

: ve I ever deny'd you any thing you aſkd 


Sylvia, I muſt beg that once in your 
+ RR. Sir ? 
y ſhou' ion it, Sir? 
| I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel! than com- 
z I don't propoſe this with the Authority of 2 Pr. 
as the Advice of your Friend; that you wou'd 
Coach this Moment, and go into the Country. 
this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- | 
Letter you receiv'd juſt now? | 
matter, I will be with you in three or four 
give you my Reaſons ——But before 
acc, | 
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$yl. Propoſe the thing, Sir? 


Ball. That you will never diſpoſe of your ſelf to 
any Man, without my Conſent. 
$yl. 1 promiſe. ; 
Ball. Very well, and to be even with you, Ipromiſe 
] never will diſpoſe of you without your own Conſent, 
and ſo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready; farewel. [| Leads 
her to the Door, and returns.) Now ſhe's gone, I'll ex- 
amine the Contents of this Letter a little nearer. | 
SIR, 


N Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn & Secret 
* from him, that he had from his Friend Captain 
Plume ; and my Friendſhip and Relation to your Fa- 
mily oblige me to grve you timely notice of it: The Cap- 
tain has diſhonourable Deſegns upon my Couſun Sylvia. 
Evils of this Nature are more eaſily prevented than 
mended ; and that you would immediately ſend my Cou- 
fn into the Country, is the Advice of, 
| Sir, your humble Servant, 

| MELINDA. 


Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, 
they are ten times worſe than they were in my time: 
Had he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it 
like a Gentleman, I cou'd have almoſt pardon'd it ; 
but to tell Tales beforehand is monſtrous Hang it, 
I can fetch down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why 
mot a Hat and Feather? I have a Caſe of good Pi- 
ſtols, and have a good mind to try. 
Enter Worthy. 
Worthy ! Your Servant. 


a= 


Wor. I am ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill 


Ball. I apprehend it, Sir; you have heard that my 
Son Owen is paſt Recovery. Sos 
Wer. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir. 
Ball. He's happy, and I am ſatisfied : The Strokes 
of Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. 
Worthy, are not ſo eaſily ſupported. 
| B 3 : Wor, 
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Mor. T hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſion 
of Wrong from any Body. 

Ball, You know | ought to be. 

Wer. You wrong my Honour, Sir, in believing 1 
cou'd know any thing to your Prejudice, without re- 
ſenting it 2s much as you ſhou'd. | 

Ball. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in pieces to con- 
ceal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume has. 
a Deſign upon Sylvia, and that you are privy to't. 

Wor. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author [ Takes up a bit.] 
Sir, 1 know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover 
the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell me. Going. 
Ball. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you al- 


ready. only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy 


with Mr. Worthy, had drawn the Secret from him. 

or. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me 
pick up the pieces of this Letter; twill give me ſuch 
a Power over her Pride to have her own an Intima- 
cy under her Hand: *Twas the luckieſt Accident! 
[Gathering up the Letter.) The Aſperſion, Sir, was 
nothing but Malice, the Effect of a little Quarrel be- 
tween her and Mrs, Sylvia. = 

Ball. Are you ſure of that, Sir ? 
Mor. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtqry of part of 
the Battel, juſt now as ſhe over-heard it. But 1 hope, 
Sir, your Daughter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the Ac- 
count. | 


Ball. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's ſo afflicted with the 


News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Compa- 
ny, ſhebegg'd leave to be gone into the Countrey. 

Wor. And is ſhe gone? 

Ball. Icou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo preſſing; 
the Coach went from the Door the Minute before 
you came. 

Wor. So preſüng to be gone, Sit! — ! find her 
Fortune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and 
then Plume and I may laugh at one another. 

Ball. Like enough, Women are as ſubject to Pride 
a we arc, aud why mayn't great Women as 1 
; Em | ore 
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great Men, forget their old Acquaintance? — But 
come, where's this young Fellow? I love him ſo 
well, it wou'd break the Heart of me to think him 
a Raſcal em glad my Daughter's gone fairly off 
tho'. (Aſide.] Where does the Captain quarter? 

Wor. At Horion's; I am to meet him there two 


Hours hence, and we ſhould be glad of your Com- 


754 Your Pardon, dear Worthy, I muſt allow 2 


Day or two to the Death of my Son: The Decorum 
of Mourning is what we owe the World, becauſe 
they pay it to us afterwards. I am yours over a Bot- 


er how you wall. 
Sir, I'm your humble Servant. P; 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Kite, with a Mob in each Hand drunk 
4 Kite ſengs. 


Our W Tom may now refuſe, 
To wipe bbis ſcoumdrel Maſter's Shoes; 
For now hes free to ſing and play, 
Over the Hills, and far a2 way. Over, Ke. 
[The Mob ſing the Chorus. 
We ſhall lead more happy Lives, 
Ry getting rid of Brats and Wives, 
That ſcold and brawl both Night and Day ; 
Over the Hills, and far away —— Over, &c. 


Kite. Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live! drink, 


Ang, dance, play : We live, as one ſhou'd ſay —— 


we live tis impoſlible to tell how we live 


| We are all Princes ——— Why — why, you are a 


King Lou are an Emperor, and I'm a Prince —— 
now a n't we 


It Mob. No, Serjeant, III be Emperor. 


Kite. No! 
It Mob. No, I'll be a Juſtice of Peace. 
Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, _ 


2 Iſt Mob. 
. 
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if, Mob. Ay, wauns will I; for fince this Prefling. 

AR, they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 
Kite. Done: You are a Juſtice of Peace, and you wwe | 

a King, and 1 am a Duke, and a rum Duke, a'n't 1? 
24, Mob. Ay, but I'll be no King. | | 
ite. What then? 


2%, Mob. Ay, Queen of England, that's greater 
than any King of 'em all. "HL 
Kite. Bravely ſaid, faith; Huzza for the Queen, 
[RET] But hearkee, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you 
Mr. Queen, did you never ſee the Queen's Picture? 
mob. No, no, no. | 
Kite. I wonder at that; I have two of em ſet in 
Gold, and as like her Majefly, God bleſs the Mark. 
See here, they are ſet in Gold. [Takes two Broad- 
Pieces out of his Pocket, gives one to each Mob. 
_ rf, Mob, The wonderful Works of Nature! BS 
3 [Looking at it. 
29, Mob. What's this written about? Here's a Po-- 
fe, I believe, Ca- ro. lu. What's that, Serjeant? 
Kite, O! Carolus Why Carola, is Latin for 
Queen An; that's all. F 
2d. Mob. *'Tis a fine thing to be 2 Schollard——— 
Serjeant, will you part with this? I' buy it on you, | 
if it come within the Compaſs of a Crown. 
Kite. A Crown! never talk of buying: tis the 
ſame thing, among Friends, you know; 1'1] preſent 
them to ye both: you ſhall give me as good a thing. 
Put em up, and remember your old Friend, when l 
am over the Hills, and far away. 
[ They fing, and put up the Money. 
Enter Plume, ſinging. | | 
Plume. Over the Hills, and o'er the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal, or Spain: 
The Queen commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills, and far away. 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, I'll make 
one among ye: Who are theſe hearty Lads? 


Kite, 


| =O 

The Recruiting Officer. 33 

Kite, Off with your Hats; 'Ounds off with your 
Hats: This is the Captain, the Captain. 

1ſt. Mob, We have ſeen Captains afore now, Mun. 

2d. Mob, Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; $'fleſh ; 
ll by on my Nab. 

, Mob. And I'ſe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Cap- 
4 in England: My Vether's a Frecholder. 
Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant? 
Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are 
willing to ſerve the Queen: 1 have entertain'd 'em 
juſt now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Com- 
mand. 


Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have : 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men 
fit to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. 

1%, Mob. Wounds, Tummas, what's this! are you 
lifted : 

24, Mob, Fleſh! not I: Are you, Coftar? 

iſt, Mob. Wounds not 1. 

Kite. What! not liſted! ha, ha, ha; a very good 
Jeſt, I'faith. 

if, Mob. Come, Twmmas, we'll go home. 

24, Mob. Ay, ay, come. 

Kite. Home! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your 
ſelves better before your Captain : —_ — ho- 
neſt Coſtar. 

24, Mob. No, no, we'll be gone. 

Kite. Nay, then, I command you to ſtay : I place 
you both Centinels in this place, for two Hours, to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that dares ſtir from 
his Poſt till he be reliev d, hall have my Sword in 
his Guts the next Minute. 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant! I'm afraid 
you are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

Kite. I'm too mild, Sir: They diſobey Command, 
Sir, and one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 
the other. 

if, Mob. Shot, Tummas ! 

Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter? 

* B 7 iſt. A. 
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i Mob, We don't know; the noble Serjeant is 


pleas'd to be in a Paſſion, Sir, but 

Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their 
being lifted. | 

24, Mob, Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny 
it neither; that we dare not do, for fear of being 
ſhot; Bat we humbly conceive, in a civil way, and 
begging your Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go home. 

Plume, That's eaſily known; have either of you 
receiv'd any of the Queen's Money? 

iff Mob. Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. 

Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three 
and twenty Shillings and Six-pence, and 'tis now in 
their Pockets. 

-1it Mob. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocket 
but a bent Six-pence, [I'll be content to be liſted, and 
ſhot into the Bargain. 

2 d. Mob. And I, look ye here, Sir. 

if, Mob. Ay, here's my Stock too: Nothing but 
the Queen's Picture, that the Serjeant gave me juſt 
now. | : 

Kite. See there, a Broad piece, three and twenty 
Shillings and Six-pence ; t'other has the Fellow on't. 

Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods 
are found upon you : Thoſe Pieces of Gold are 
worth Three and Twenty and Six-pence each. 

1ſt. Mob. So it ſeems, that Carolus is Three and 
Twenty Shillings and Six-pence in Latin. 

— Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we are 
liſted. | | 

1%, Mob. Fleſh! but we a'n't Tummas : I deſire to 
be carry'd before the Mayor, Captain. 

| [Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while. 

Plume. 'T will never do, Kite your damn'd 
Tricks will ruin me at laſt won't loſe the 
Fellows tho', if I can help it Well, Gentlemen, 


tnere muſt be ſome Prick in this; my Serjeant offers 
to take his Oat! that you are fairly lifted. 
| 1* Mob. Why, Captain, we know that you So 
diers have more Liberty of Conſcience ho 
has alla; | 
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Folks ; but for me, or Neighbour Caſtar here, to take 
ſuch an Oath, 'twou'd be downright Perjuration. 
| Plume. Look'e, Raſcal, you Villain, if I find that 
have impos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, I'll 
| trample you to Death, you Dog — Come, how 
| was't? | 
| 24, Mob. Nay then, we'll ſpeak; your Serjeant, as 
vou ſay, is a Rogue, begging your Worſhip's Par- 
don and | | } 
iſ, Mob. Nay, Tummas, let me ſpeak; you know 
] can read And ſo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two 
I Pieces of Money for Pictures of the Queen, by way 
of a Preſent. 
plume. How! by way of a Preſent! The Son of 
| 2 Whore! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like 
; | you! Scoundrel, Rogue, Villain! 
[ Beats off the Serjeant, and ſullows.' 
M:b, O brave noble Captain! Huzza! a brave 
t Captain, faith. . 
| i, Mob. Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for 2 
Beating: This is the braveſt Captain l ever ſJaw—— 
y "Wounds I have a Month's Mind to go with him. 
Enter Plume. 
+7 Plume. A Dog, to avuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows 
re as you. Look'e, Gentlemen, 1 love a pretty 
nd 
are 
to 


Fellow, I come among you as an Officer to liſt Sol- 
diers, not as a Kidnapper, to fteal Slaves. 
1, Mob, Mind that, Tummas. 
Plume. I defire no Man to go with me, but as 1 
vent my ſelf: | went a Volunteer, as you, or you, 
| may do; for alittle time carry'd a Muſquet, and now 
I command a Company. 
ile. 2d. Mob. Mind that, Coftar : A ſweet Gentleman. 
nd | Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ad- 
the vantage of you; the Queen's Money was in your 
ie, | Pockets, my Serjeant was ready to take his Oath yon 
fes | Vere liſted ; but I ſcorn to do a baſe thing, you are 
both of you at your Liberty. | 
Sol- 8. Mob. Thank you, noble Captain I cod, I 
ther ant ſind in my heart to leave him, he talirs ſo finely, 
| 5 B 6 29, Ab. 
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2 Mob. Ay, Coftar, wou d he always hold in this 
mind. 5 
Plame. Come, my Lads, one thing more I'll tell 


you: youre both young tight Fellows, and the Army 


is the place to make you Men for ever: Every Man 
has his Lot, and you have yours. What think you 


now of a Purſe of French Gold out of a Monfieur's | 


Pocket, after you have daſh'd out his Brains with the 

But-end of youc Firelock? e. | 
i, Mob. Wauns! I'll have it. Captain—— give 

me a Shilling, I'll follow you to the end of the World. 
24. Mob. Nay, dear Coftar, do na be advis'd.. 
Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for 

Khee, as Earneſt of what I'll do farther for thee. 
2d. Mob. Do'na take it, do'na dear Coftar. 


[Cries and pulls back bis Arm. 


gives me, that I ſhall be a Captain my ſelf=——1 take | 


your Money, Sir, and now I am a Gentleman. 
Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I will 
travel the World o'er, and command it wherever we 
tread—Bring your Friend with you, if you can. [ Aſide, 
1, Mob. Well, Tummas, muſt we part? 
29. Mob. No, Coftar, I conno leave hee Come, 


Captain, I'll een go along too: and if you have two 


honeſter ſimpler Lads in your Company, than we two 
been, I'll ſay no more. 


Plume. Here, my Lad, [ Gives him Money.) Now 


your Name ? 

it, Mob. Tummas Appletree. 
Plume. And yours ? . 

_ 24, Mob. Coftar Pairmain. 
Plume. Born where? 

| ut, Mob. Both in Herefordſhire. 


Plume. Very well; Courage, my Lad: Now 


we'll fing, Over the Hills and ſar away. 
Courage, Boys, tis Ons to Ten, 


But we return all Gentlemen, &c.  [Exennt. 


The Exd of the Second ACT. 
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act Wm. 
SCENE, The Merket-place. 


Enter Plume «and Worthy. 

Wor. } Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of our 
two Fortunes: Welov'd two Ladies, they met 

us half way, and juſt as we were upon the point of 
leaping into their Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, 
Pride poſſeſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fills their 
Heads, Madneſs takes em by the Tails; they ſnort, 


kick up their Heels, and away they run. 


Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the 
Shore A couple of poor melancholy Monfters 
What hall We do? 

Wor. I have a trick for mine; the Letter, you | 
know, and the Fortune-teller. | 


| Plume. And I have a trick for mine. 


Wor. What is't ? 
Plume. I'll never think of her again. 
Wor. No! 


: Plume. No; I think my ſelf above adminiſtring to 


thePride of any Woman, were ſhe worth twelve thou- 
ſand a Year; and I han't the Vanity to believe 1 {hail 
ever gain a Lady worth Twelve hundred The ge- 
* good - natur d Sylvia, in her Smock, 1 admire ; 

but the haughty, ſcornful Sylvia, with her Fortune, 
1 What, ſneak out of Town, and not 16 
much as 2 Word, a Line, a Compliment 
'Sdeath ! how far off does ſhe live? In go and break 


her Windows. 


Wor. Ha, ha, ha; ay, and the Window-Bars too, 


| to come at her——Come, come, Friend, no more 


Kite, Captain, Sir! look yonder, ſhe's a coming 

this way: tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit! 
Plume. Now, Worthy, to ſhew you how much 1 
3 am 
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am in love; here ſhe comes;. and what i is that 
great Countrey Fellow with her? 
Kite, I can't tell, Sir. 


Entcr Roſe, and her Brother Bullock, and Chickens on 
Fa her Arms in a Baſket, &c. 
Roſe. Buy Chickens, young and tender, young 

and tender Chickens. 

Plume. Here, you Chickens ! 

Roſe. Who calls? 

Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 

Roſe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 

Wor. Yes, Child, weill both buy. 


Fs. aſs. Worthy, that's not fair, market for 


your ſelf Come, Child, I buy all you have. 


Roſe. Then all/l have is at your Service. Court ſies. 
Wor. Then 1 muſt ſhift for myſelf, I find, [ Exit. 


Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you ſay. 
Chucks her under the Chin. 
Roſe. As ever you taſted in your Lite, Sir. 
Plume. Come, 1 muſt examine your Baiket to the 
bottom, my Dear. 
' _ Roſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand; feel, 
Sir; oh i warrant my Ware as good as any in the Mar- 


"ms, And I' buy it all, Child, were it ten times 
more. 
Roſe. Sir, I can furniſh you 


Pleme. Come then, we won't quarrel about the 


Price, they're fine Birds——Pray what's your Name, 
pretty Creature ? 

Roſe. Roſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within 
three ſhort Mile o'the Town; we keep this Market: 
_ I ſell Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother Bul- 
lock there ſells Corn. 
Bullck. Come, Siſter, haſte, we ſhall be late 
| home. (Whiſtles about the Stage. 
Plume. Rite! [ Tips him the Mink, he returns tt. 
Pretty Mrs. Roſe =— you have let me ſee—— 
how many? 

Roſe, 
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Reſe, A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a 
Crown. . 

Bull. Come, Ruoſe, Ruoſe, I ſold fifty Strake of 
Barley to Day in half this time; but you will higgle 
and higgle for a Penny more than the Commodity is 
worth. 

Roſe, What's that to you, Oaf? I can make as 
much out of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, 
I'm ſure The Gentleman bids fair, and when I 
meet with a Chapman, I know how to make the beſt 
of him And ſo, Sir, I ſay, ” a Crown Piece. 
the Bargain's youre. we 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Near. 

Roſe. I can't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can——myLodg- 
ing is hard by, Chicken, and we'll make Change 
there. 5 [Goes off, ſhe follows him. 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen 
one of theſe Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for» his Break- 
faſt, and afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Palliſado. 

Bull, Ay, you Soldiers ſee very firange things; 
but pray, Sir, what is a Ravelin? 

Rite. Why, tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but 
the Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumbs are 
ſomewhat hard of Digeſtion. 


Bull. Then your Palliſado, pray what may he be? 


Come, Ruoſe, pray ha' done. 
Kite, Your Palliſadoe is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, a- 


bout the Thickneſs of my Leg. 


Bull. That's a Fib 1 believe. [Aſide] Eh! where's 
Ruoſe? Ruoſe ! Ruoſe! *sfleſh where's Ruoſe gone? 

Kite. She's gone with the Captain. 

Bull. The Captain! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 
Women, ſure. 

Kite, But there is, Sir. 

Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Ruoſe, I ſhou'd 
be ruin'd Which way went ſhe? O! the Devil 
take your Rablins and Palliſadoes. 1 

Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, 
honeſt Bullock, or 1 ſhall miſs of my Aim. 


Enter 
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Enter Worthy. A 
Wor. Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nx 
ture to your Captain; admirable in your way, I find, 
Kite, Yes, Sir, I underſtand my Buſineſs, 1 will ſay 


it You muſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipfie, 


and bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, | 


there 1 learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought 
from my Mother Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman, 
for three Piſtoles, who liking my Beauty, made me 
his Page; there 1 learn'd Impudence and Pimping, 


I was turn'd off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and 


drinking my Lady's Ratifia, and turn'd Bailiff's Fol- 
lower; there l learn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt 
got into the Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and 


Drinking 80 that if your Worſkip pleaſes to cat 
up the whole Sum, viz. Canting, Lying, lmpudence, 


Pimping, Bullying, Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, 


and a Halbard, you will find the Sum Total amount 


to a Recruiting Serjeant. | | 
Wor. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier? 


Kite. Hunger and Ambition; the Fears of Starving, 


and Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gen- 
tleman, with a fair Tongue, and fair Perriwig, who 


to advance me, and indeed he did ſo——to a Garret 
in the Savoy. I aſk'd him why he put me in Priſon; 
he call'd me lying Dog, and ſaid 1 was in Garriſon; 
and indeed, tis a Garriſon that may: hold out till 


Dooms-day before 1 ſhou'd defire to take it again. 


But here comes Juſtice Ballance. 
| Enter Ballance and Bullock. 
Ball. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to 
me with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs d 
his Siſter; do you know any thing of this matter, 
Worthy ! „ 
Wor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with 
Plame to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens. 
Fall. Is that all? the Fellow's a Fool. _ 


Joaded me with Promiſes ; but gad, it was tbe light- 
eſt Load that ever I felt in my Life He promis d 
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Byll. 1 know that, an' pleaſe you; but if your 
Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring her 


before you, for fear of the worſt. 


Ball. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 

ite. I hope ſo to [Aſede. 

Wor. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to 
believe that the Captain can lit Women? 

Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or what 
they do with them, but, I am ſure, they carry as many 
Women as Men with them out of the Countrey. 

* came you not to go along with 

er? | 
7. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going 
than I do of the Day I ſhall die; but this Gentleman 


dere not ſuſpeRing any hurt neither, I believe 


you thought no harm, Friend, did you? 
Kite, Lackaday, Sir, not — only that, I believe, 
] ſhall marry her to morrow. L[Aſide. 
Ball. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but 


1 what did that Gentleman with you? 


Bull, Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a ſine Story 


of a great Fight between the Hungarians, I think it 
| was, and the riß; and ſo, Sir, while we were in 
j the Heat of the Batte the Captain carry'd off the 


e. 5 

Ball. Setjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 

Captain, give him my humble Service, and defire 
hm to diſcharge the Wench, tho he has liſted her. 

Bull. Ay, and if he been't free for that, he ſhall 


| have another Man in her place. 


Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my 


Quarters inſtead of the Captain's. [ 4ſide.} 


[Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 
Ball. We muſt get this mad Captain his Comple- 


nent of Men, and ſend him packing, elſe he'll over- 


mn the Countrey. | 
Wor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 


| ter's Diſdain. 


Ball, I like him the better; I was juft ſuch another 
at his Age: I never ſet my Heart upon any 
| Woman 
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Woman ſo much as to make my ſelf uneaſie at the 
Diſappointment ; but what was very ſurprizing both 


to my ſelf and Friends, I chang'd o'th' ſudden, from |. 


the moſt fickle Lover, to the moſt conſtant Huſband in 
the World. But how goes your Aﬀair with Melinda? 


Wor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wing, 


but I think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or, 
I fancy Venus had. been dallying with her Cripple val 
can when my Amour commenc'd, which has made 
it go on ſo lamely ; my Miſtreſs has got a Captain 
too, but ſuch a Captain ! As I live, yonder he come, 


Ball. Who? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh! I dont 


know him. | 
Wor. But I engage he knows you, and every Body 

at firſt ſight; his 1 ence were a Prodigy, wer 

not his Ignorance proportionable; he has the moſt 


univerſal Acquaintance of any Man living, for he 
won't be alone; and no body will keep him company 


twice; then he's a Cæſar among the Women, Ven, 


Vidi, Vici, that's all. If he has but talk'd with the 
Maid, he ſwears he has lain with the Miſtreſs; but 


the moſt ſurprizing part of his Character is his Memo- 
Ty, Which is the moſt prodigious and the molt triſling 
in the World, 

Ball. I have met with ſuch Men, and I take this 
good for-nothing Memory to procecd from a certain 


Contexture of the Brain, which is purely adapted to 


Impertinencies, and there they lodge ſecure,theOwna 


having no Thoughts of his own to diſturb them. I | 


have known a Man as perfect as a Chionologer, U 
to the Day and Year of moſt important Tranſaction, 
but be altogether ignorant in the Cauſes, or Conſe- 
quences of any one thing of moment; I have known 
another acquire ſo much by Travail, as to tell you 
the Names of moſt Places in Eurote, with their Dr 


ances of Miles, Leagues or Hours, as punRually ® 
a Poſt-Boy; but for any thing elſe, as ignorant asthe | 


Horſe that carries tue Mail. 


Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Travellers | 
Privilege of Lying, and even that he abuſes ; this #6 | 


Picture, behold the Life. Emi 
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Enter Brazen. 
Brax. Mr. Worthy, I am your Servant, and ſo 


 forth———Hark'e, my Dear. 


Wor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company 1s not 


- Manners, and when no body's by, tis fooliſh. 


Braz. Company! Mort de ma vie! I beg the Gen- 


geman's Pardon; who is he? 


Wor. Aſk him. | 

Braz. So I will. My Dear, I am your Servant, 
and ſo forth ; your Name, my Dear ? 

Ball. Very Laconick, Sir. 

Brax. Laconick! A very good Name truly; I have 
known ſeveral of the Zaconicks abroad, poor Jack La- 
conick! He was kill'd at the Battel of Landen. I re- 
member that he had a blue Ribbon in his Hat that ve- 


| ry Day, and after he fell we found a picce of Neats 


Tongue in his Pocket. 
Ball. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we 


| them, at Landes? 


Braz. The French attack us! n Sir, are you a 
hcobite ? 

' Ball. Why that Queſtion ? 

Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacohite cou'd think that 
the French durſt attack u. No, Sir, we attack'd them 
on the - I have reaſon to remember the time, for 1 
had two and twenty Horſes kill'd under me that Day. 

Wor. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 

Ball. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you. 
nid upon half a dozen Horſes at once. 

Brax. What do you mean, Gentlemen? I tell you 


they were kill'd, all torn to pieces by Cannon-Shot, 


except fix I ſtak'd to Death upon the Enemies Che- 


aux de Friſe. 
Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name ? 
Braz. Brazen, at your Service. | 
Ball. Oh, Brazez, a very good Name; I have ü 


1 known ſeveral of the Brazens abroad. 


Wor. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir ? 
Braz. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in. 
ton ſhire ?— Honeſt Frank many, many 


a dry. 
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have known his Brother Charles that was concem'd 
in the India Company, he marry'd the Daughter of | 
old Tongue Pad the Maſter in Chancery, 


bed of her firſt Child, but the Child — 


a Daughter, but whether twas call'd — t 


» Upon my Soul, I can't remember, [ 
on bs Watch.) But, Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, 


a twenty thouſand Pounder preſently, upon the Wax 


__ the Water ————7orihy, your Servant, Laconict 
Exit 


eden Opinion of . 
linda, 2s to be jealous of this Fellow, I think e 


ought to give you cauſe to be ſo. 


Wor. I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much | 


for gaining herſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; 
were there any Credit to be given to his Words, i 
ſhould believe Melinda had made him this Aſſignation; 
I muſt go ſee; Sir, you'll pardon me. 


But what have we got here? 
Enter Roſe ſinging. 


ride fingle upon a white Horſe with a Star, upon t 


Velvet Side-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London, and ee 


the Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an 
leaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen your Wor- 
ip, ride through our Grounds a hunting, begging 
your Worſhip's Pardon——Pray what may this Lace 
be worth a Yard? . [ Shewing ſome J. aa. 
Ball. Right Mechlin, by this Light ! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child? 


Roſe. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſtly by i. 


Ball. 1 queſtion it much. 

Roſe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey-ſhell Snuff 

box, and fine Mangere, ſee here. | Takes Snuff 

The Captain learn'd me how to take it with an 
Ball. Oho! the Captain! Now the Maurther's oh 

and ſo — you to = 


a dry Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt; you mutt | 


ty Woman, only ſquinted a little ; ſhe dy 7d in Child —_> 


Roſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, nd 


x 
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Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Bufineſs—— | 


& = & 
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Roſe. Yes, and give it with an Air too Will 


| your Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff ? 


[ Offers the Box aſſectedly. 
Ball. You are a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. 


And pray, what did you give the Captain for theſe 


Roſe. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and 
wo or three Sweet-hearts that l have in the Coun- 
trey, they (hall all go with the Captain: O he's the 


die things? 


| fineſt Man, and the humbleſt withal; wou'd you be- 


leve it, Sir, he carry'd me up with him to his own 
Chamber, with as much Familiarity as if I had been 


| the beſt Lady in the Land. 


Ball. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as 
en, Pie furt 


Plume. But it is not ſo 
With thoſe that go, 
2 
Moſs apropos, 

My Maid with the 


9 


a, u of Role. 
How, the juſtice !. then I'm arraign'd, condemn'd 


| ad execmed. 


Ball. O, my noble Captain ! 
Roſe, And my noble Captain too, Sir. 
Plume. Sdeath, Child, are you mad 2dr. Bal- 


lance, I am ſo full of Bufineſs about my Recruits, 


that I ha'n't a moment's time to l have juſt now 
three or four People to 

Ball, Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you 
| Roſe. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. | 
Plame. Any other time, Sin I cannot for my 
Life, Sir 

Ball. Pray, Sir 

Plume. Twenty thouſand thing I WOu' d 
w, Sir, pray Devil take De——l 
2 ung 
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Ball. Nay, I'll follow you. [Ert 
KNeoeſe. And 1 too. | Tn. 2 


SCENE, The wall by the Severn ſide. 
Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy. | 

Mel. And pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or Pen- 
dants, or Knots? or, in what Shape was the Almigh. 
ty Gold transform d, that has brib'd you ſo much in 
his Favour ? 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had was fron | 
the Captain, and that was only a ſmall piece of Fla 
. ders Edging for Pinners. | 
Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent 
from Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is 
from their Women to them. They every Year bring 
over a Cargo of Lace, to cheat the Queen of her 
Duty, and her Subjects of their Honeſty. 

Luc. They only barter one ſort of prohibited Gook 
for another, Madam. | 

Mel. Has any one of em been with you, 
Mrs. Pert, that you talk ſo like a Trader? 
Tac. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me, as if: 
were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, tho'l 
pretend to excuſe it: Tho' he ſhou'd not ſee you 
this Week, can I help it? But as I was ſaying, Ma- 


eren 


dam his Friend, Captain Plume, has ſo taken him 
up theſe two Days. 

Mel. Pſha! wou'd his Friend, the Captain, were | 
ty'd upon his Back; 1 warrant, he has never been | 
ſober fince that confounded Captain came to Town: 
The Devil take all Officers, I ſay— they do the Na- 
tion more harm by debauching us at home, than they | 
do good by defending us abroad: No ſooner a Cap- ' 
tain comes to Town, but all the young Fellows flock 
about him, and we can't keep a Man to our feives. 

Luc. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your Con- 


cern for Worthy's Abſence, that you * uſe him 


boner when he's with you. 
Auel. Who told you, pray, that I was concem i 
for his Abſence ? Tom only vex d that aber 1 
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thing ſaid to me theſe two Days: One may like the 


Love, and deſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one may 
love the Treaſon, and hate the Traytor. O! here 
comes another Captain, and a Rogue that has the 
Confidence to make Love to me; but, indeed, 1 
don't wonder at that, when he has the A ſſurance to 


| fanſie himſelf a fine Gentleman. 


Luc. If he ſhou'd ſpeak o th' Aſſignation, I ſhou'd 


LAſide. 
Euter Brazen. 5 | 
Brax. Truth to the Touch, faith! [Aſide.] Ma- 


dam, I am your humble Servant, and all that, Ma- 
| dam? A fine River this ſame Sever Do you love 


Fiſhing, Madam ? | 
Mel. "Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lo- 


vers. 
Brax. I'll go buy Hooks and Lines preſently ; for 
you muſt know, Madam, that I have ſerv'd in Flan- 


| ders againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, 


and in Tangier againſt the Moors, and I was never ſo 
much in Love before ; and ſplit me, Madam, in all 
the Campaigns I ever made, I have not ſeen fo fine 


a Woman as your Ladyſhip. | 


Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw, I never 
had ſo fine a Complement; but you Soldiers are the 
beſt bred Men, that we muſt allow. 

Braz. Some of us, Madam But there are Brutes 
among us too, very ſad Brutes; for my own part, I 
have always had the good luck to prove agreeable— I 
have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam— 1 might 
have marry'd a German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand 
Crowns a Year, but her Stove diſguſted me. The 
Daughter of a Tarkiſh Baſbaw fell in love with me 
too, when I was Priſoner among the Infidels ; the 
offer'd to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and make 
her Eſcape with me ; bat I don't know how, my 

e was not come ; Hanging and Marriage, you 

go by Deſtiny : Fate has reſerv'd me for a 
Shropſhire Lady with Twenty thouſand Pound— Do . 
you know any ſuch Perſon, Madam? FR 


2 
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Mel. rr 4 To be 
a great many Ladies =. world N 
proud of the Name of Mrs. Brazen. 
Brax. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there an 


Women of very good Quality of the Name of Breza, 


Enter Worthy. 
Mel, O! are you there, Gentleman? —=Came, 
Captain, we'll walk this way, give me your Hand. 
Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are u 
your Service. 
Dear. 


Enter 3 
Plume. No more it is, faith. 


Wor. What ? 
Plume. The 


fing the Exciſ and" Elections 202 rat 
Friends to the Exciſe. 
Wor. You a'n't drunk. 
Plume, No, no, whimſical only: I could be wigh 
ty fooliſh, and ed my ſelf mighty witty. Reaſon 
till keeps its Thro ne, but it nods a little, that's all. 
Wor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. 
Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners fora Punk in the Pit. 
Wor. There's your Play then, recover me thit 
Veſſel from that Tangerine. 
Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann'd? 
Wor. By Captain Brazes, that I told you of wo 
Day; the is call'd the Aelinds, a Firſt Rate, I can 
aſſure you; ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on 
purpoſe to m_ ; but to your At 
ice Il wo notice, becauſe 1 would ſeen 


March Beer at the Raven; I have ben 
doubly ſerving the B Men, and rai- 
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Wor. Platoon, how's that? 
Plume. III kneel, ſtoop and ſtand faith; moſt La- 
dies are gain'd by Platooning. 
Wor. Here they come; I muſt leave you. Exit. 
Plume. Soh ! now muſt I look as ſober, and as de- 
mure, as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 
| Enter Brazen and Melinda. 
Braz. Who's that, Madam 2 


e 


Mel. A Brother Officer of yours, If e, Sir; 
Brax. Ay my Dear. To Plume. 
. Plume. My Dear. [Run and embrace, 


Braz. My dear Boy, how is't? Your Name, my 
Dear ? iſ I be not miſtaken, I have ſeen your Face. 
Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Life, my Dear 
But there's a Face well known, as the Sun's that 
ſhines on all, and is by all ador'd. | 
Braz. Have you any Pretenfions, Sir? 
Plume, Pretenfions! 
Brax. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerv'd abroad? 
Plume. I have ſerv'd at home, Sir, for Ages ſerv'd 
this cruel Fair And that will ſerve the turn, Sir? 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine ſpot of Work upon my Hands I ſee 
Worthy yonder I cou'd be content to be Friends 
with him, wou'd he come this way. [ Aſide. 
Braz. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir ? 
Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding. 


Thou Peerleſs Pranceſs of Salopian Plains, 
Envy'd by Nymphs, and worſhipp'd by the Swains, 
Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her 
I ſhall be out 
Behold, how humbly does the Severn glide, 
To greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn ſide. 
Braz. Don't mind him, Madam lf he were 
not ſo well drefs'd, 1 ſhould take him for a Poet. 


But Tin hew the Difference preſently——Come, Ma- 


dam, —we'll place you detween us, and now the 
Sword carries her. [Draws. 
A. [Shrieking.] 0 Euter 
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| Emer Worthy. 


Oh; Mr. Worthy, ſave me from theſe Mad men. 


[Exit 21th Worthy, 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sir, 
and fight the boldRaviſher ? *© 
Brax. No, Sir, you are my Man. 
FF i don't like the Wages, and I won't be your 
an 
Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword. 
Plume. No! Pray What did it colt? 


Brax. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and my | 


Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 
Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. 
Enter Sylvia in Man's Apparel. 

Syl. Save ye, ſave ye, Gentlemen. 

Braz. My Dear! I'm yours. 

| Plume. Do you know the Gentleman? 2 | 

Braz. No, but | will preſently. — Your Name, 

my Dear. 

, . Walful; Jack Wilful, at your Service. 7 
Brax. What, the Kenriſp Wilfuls, or thoſe of Staf- 

 Fordſbire? 

yl. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the Wilfuls 

in Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at preſent. 
Plume. Do you live in this Countrey, Sir? 
Syl. Yes, Sir, 1 live where 1 ftand; 1 have neither 

— Houſe, nor Habitation, beyond this Spot of 
round. 


Braz. What are you, Sir? 

Syl. A Rake. 

Plume. In the Army I preſume. 

Syl. No, but 1 intend to liſt immediately—Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids me faireſt, has me. 

Brax. Sir, 1'll prefer you, I'll make you a Corpo- | 
ral this Minute. 

Plume. Corporal ! I'll make you uy Companios 
you ſhall cat with me. 1 

Brax. You ſhall drink with me. 

Plume, You ſhall lic with me, you young 22 


LXi 
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Braz. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty. 
Syl. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer. 
Plume. Pho, pho, pho! I'll do more than all this; 
III make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for 


| Serjeant. 


Brax. Can you read and write, Sit? 

+». es 

Braz. Then your Bufineſs is done. =—— III make 
you Chaplain to the Regiment. 

Syl. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at alofs to 
chuſe ; there is one Plume, that I hear much commen- 
ded, in Town; pray, which of you is Captain Plume ? 

Plume. I am Captain Plume. 

Braz. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 

Syl. Hey day! 

Plume. Captain Plume ! I'm your Servant, my Dear, 

Braz. Captain Brazen! I am yours the Fellow 


dares not fight. 


2 Enter Kite. 
Kite. Sir, pleaſe 
Py TGoes to Whiſper Plume: 


Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Captain 


| Pume, oo Jehonnt > gar . he miſtakes * 


me for you. 
Brax. He's an incorrigible Sot.—— Here, wy He: 


| Qtor of Holbors, forty Shillings for you. 


Plume. I forbid the Banes ——Look'e, Friend, you 
ſhall liſt with Captain Brazen. 
Syl. I will ſee Captain Brazen hang d firſt ; I will 


e, 


3 


lit with Captain Plume, I am a Free- born Engliſoman, 
and will be a Slave my own way Look e, Sir, 
will you ſtand by me? [To Brazen. 
Braz. I warrant you, my Lad. 
Syl. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To 


Plume.) that you are an ignorant, pretending, im- 
— ry 


21. A wh ay, a ſad Dog. 1 
_ Dog; give me the Money, noble 


Plume, Then you _ with Captain Brazen 
5 
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Syl. I won't: 

Brax. Never mind him, Child, I' end the Df. 
pute — 25 my Dear. 


| [ Takes Plume 20 one fide of the Stage, and ent- 


1 tains him in dumb Show. 
Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, 
I am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 
Syl. What! You are Serjeant Kite? 
ite. At your Service. 
Syl. Then I would not take your Oath for a Far 


Tie. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age! 
Pray, Sir, let me look full in your Face? * 


Syl. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 


Kits. The very Image of my Brother; two Bul. 
lets of the ſame Caliber were never ſo like: Sure it 
muſt be Charles, Charles 
Syl. What d'ye mean by Charles: 
Kite. The Voice too, only a little Variation in 


Efe ur flat. My dear Brother, for I muſt call yau 


fo, if you ſhould have the Fortune to enter into te 


moſt noble Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for 
a Comrade. : 3 N 

. Syl. No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if a- 
ny body's. 1 6 
.. Kine. Ambition there again! Tis a nob'e Paſſion 
for a Soldier ; by that 1 gain'd this glorious Halbert. 
Ambition! I ſee a Commiſſion in his Face already: 
Pray, noble Captain, give me leave to ſalute you. 


[ Offers to kiſs ber. 


Syl. What, Men kiſs one another! 


Kite. We Officers do: tis our way; we lire to- 


gether like Man and Wife, always either kifling ot 

fighting : But I ſee a Storm coming. 
Syl. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſce who is your Cap- 

tain by your knocking down the other. 

Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. 


Braz. How dare you contend for any thing, ul 


not dare to draw your Sword? But you are a y 
Fellow, and have not been much abroad; [ 
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row, 1 found in Bed this Morning So beautiful, 


e / | 
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that, but prithee reſign the Man, prithee do; you 
are a very honeſt Fellow. 
Plume. You lye; and you are a Son of a Whore. 
[ Draws and makes up to Brazen. 
Braz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for 
the Lady ? [ Retiring. 
Plume. 1 always do——— But for a Man I'll fight 
Knee deep; ſo you lic again. [Plume and Brazen 
fiebr 4 Traverſe or two about the Stage; Sylvia draws, 
who is held by Kite, who ſounds to Arms with bis 
Mouth ; takes Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her off 
the Stage. 
Brax. Hold, where's the Man? 
Plame. Gone. ZE. 1 
Braz. Then what do we fight for? [Puts up.] 
Now let's embrace, my Dear. 


Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. [Putting up.] 


I ſuppoſe Kits has liſted him by this time. [Embraces. 
Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with 


a Man before I make him my Friend; and if once 1 


find he will fight, I never quarrel with him after- 
vards.—— And now I'll tell you a Secret, my dear 
Friend, that Lady we frighted out of the Walk juſt 


8. 


— 
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5 „ N 
SCENE, The Falk continues. 
Enter Roſe and Bullock meeting. 
Roſe. Here have you been, you great Booby ? 


vide for my Relations: — A told the Captain how 


| / you are always out of the way in the | 
time of Preferment. 

Bull. Preferment! who ſhou'd prefer me? 

Roſe. I wou'd prefer you! who ſhou'd prefer 2 
Man but a Woman? Come, throw away that great 
Club, hold up your Head, cock your Hat, and look biz. 

Bull. Ah Roſe, Ruoſe, | fear ſome body will look 
big ſooner than Foll/ think of: This genteel Breed | 
ing never comes into the Conntrey without a Train 
of Followers. Here has been Cartwheel your 
Sweetheart, what will become of him? | 

Roſe. Rook'e, I'm a great Woman, and will pro- 


finely he play d upon the Taſer and Pipe, ſo he hu 
him down for Drum-Major. | 

Bull. Nay, Sifter, why did not you keep that Place 
for me? you know I have always lov'd to be a drun- 
ming, if it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. 

Enter Sylvia. 

Sy!. Had I but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, 1 
fancy my Breeches wou'd become me as well as any 
ranting Fellow of em all; for I take a bold Step, 2 
Takiſh Toſs, a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air to 
be the principal Ingredients in the Compoſition of a 
— What's here? Roſe! my Nurſe's Daugh- 
ter! I'll go and practiſe —Come, Child, kiſs me 
at once, [Kiſſes Roſe.] and her Brother too; Well 
honeſt, Daurgfork, do you know the difference be- 
tween a Horſe and a Cart, and a Cart-Horſe, ch? 

Bull. I preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, 
by-your Chloaths and your Courage. OS 

Syl. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be contented to 
lift, Friend? wh 


—— 
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Roſe. No, no, tho' your Worſhip be a handſome 


Man, there be others as fine as you; my Brother is 


engaged to Captain Plume? 

Syl. Plume! Do you know Captain Plume? 

Roſe. Yes, I do, and he knows me —— He took 
the Ribbands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put 'em in- 
to my Shoes See there——l can aſſure you that I 
can do any thing with the Captain. 

Bull. That is, in a modeſt way, Sir, —— Have 2 
care what you ſay, Ruoſe, don't ſhame your Parentage. 

Roſe. Nay, for that matter, I am not ſo ſimple as 
to ſay that I can do any thing with the Captain, but 
what I may do with any Body elſe. 

$yl. So! —— And pray what do you expect from 


this Captain, Child? | 
Roſe. 1 expeR, Sir. l expect. But he order'd 


me to tell no body. But ſuppoſe that he ſhould 
promiſe to marry me? 


Syl. You ſhou'd have a care, my Dear, Men will 


promiſe any thing before-hand. 


Roje. I know that, but he promis d to marry me 


ter wards. 
Bull, Wouns, Raoſe, what have you ſaid? 
Syl. Afterwards? After what? | | 
Roſe. After I had ſold my Chickens. I hope 
there's no harm in that. : | 
Enter Plume. 


Plume. what, Mr. Wilful, ſo cloſe with my Mar- 
let Women! © 2 
_ . $yl. Vil try if he loves her. [ Aſide] Cloſe, Sir, ay, 


and cloſer yet, Sir. Come, my pretty Maid, you 
and 1 will withdraw a little. | 
Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'n't done with her yet. 
Syl. Nor have 1 begun with her, 10 I have as goud 
Right as you have. 
Plume. Thou art a bloody impudent Fellow. 
' $yl. Sir, 1 wou'd qualiſie my ſelf for the Service. 
Plume. Haſt thou really a mind to the Service? 
Syl. Yes, Sir,: So let her go. 
Roſe, Pray, ant. don't be ſo violent. 
; 


— — — 
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Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice: 


Will you belong to me or to that Gentleman ? 
' Rofe. Let me conſider, you're both very handſome, 
Plume. Now the natural Unconſtancy of her Sex 
begins to work. 


Roſe. Pray, Sir, what will you give me? « 


Bull. Don't be ang: y, Sir, that my Siſter ſhould 
Mercenary, for ſhe's but young. ; 
Syl. Give thee, Child ll ſet thee above Scan- 


dal; you hill have a Coach with fix before and fix 


behind, en Equipage to make Vice faſhionable, and 
Put Virtue out of Countenance. 

Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done; 111 do more for 
thee, Child, Ill buy you a Furbeloe Scarf, and give 
you a Ticket to fee a Play, 

Bull. A Play! Wauns, Roſe, take the Ticket, 
and let's ſee the Show. 


Sy!. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, I'll go 


lit with Captain Brazen this Minute. | 
Plume. Will you liſt with me if I give up my Title? 
Syl. 1 will. 5 


Plume. Take her; I' change a Woman for a Mn 


at any time. 
Roſe. I have heard before, indeed, that you Cap- 
tains us'd to ſell your Men. : 
Bull. Pray, Captain, do not ſend Rwoſe to the Weff- 
Indzes. © : 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weſf-Indies ! No, no, my ho- 
t Lad, give me thy Hand; nor you, nor ſhe, hall 
move a ftep farther than I do This Gentleman is 
one of us, and will be kind to you, Mrs. Roſe. 


Ro/e. But! will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the 


Captain wou'd ? 
Syl. 1 can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Cir- 
comſtances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but I'll 
take Care of you, upon my Word. 
Plume. Ay, ay, we ll all take Care of her; ſhe ſhall 
lire like a Frinceſs, and her Brother here ſhall be 
What wou'd you be ? 


Bull. O! Sir! If you had not promis'd the Place 
, | 1 Plume. | 
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Plume. Ay, that is promis'd——But what think 

you of Barrack-Mafter? You are a Perſon of Under- 

— and Barrack- Maſter you ſhall be. But 

what's become of this ſame Car:wheel you told me 

of, my Dear? | 4 
Roſe, We'll go fetch him. Come, Brother Bar- 


nck-Maſter— We ſhall find you at home, noble 


Captain? Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 
Plume. Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your 
forty Shillings. 


Syl. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money ; 
if 1 do ſerve, tis purely for Love of that Wench, 
I mean For you muſt know, that among my 
other Sallies, I have ſpent the beſt part of my For- 
tune in ſearch of a Maid, and cou'd never find one 
hitherto; ſo you may be afſur'd I'd fell my Freedom 
under a leſs Purchaſe than 1 did my Eſtate 80 
_ I liſt, 1 muſt be certify'd that this Girl is 2 
Virgin. 33 

Plume. Mr. Wilful, I can't tell you how you can be 
certify'd in that Point till you try; but upon my Ho- 
nour ſh2 may be a Veſtal for ought that I know to 
the contrary.——1 gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome 
trifling Preſents and Promiſes, and knowing that the 
beſt Security for a Woman's Soul is her Body, 1 wou'd 
have made my ſelf Mafter of that too, had not the 


 Jedlouſie of my impertinent Landlady interpos d. 


Syl. So you only want an O 


pliſhing your Defigns upon her. | 


Plume. Not at all, I have already gain'd my Ends, 


| Which were only the drawing in one or two of her 


Followers. The Women, you know, are the Load- 
ſtones every where! gain the Wives, and you are 
careſs'd by the Huſbands ; pleaſe the. Miſtreſs, and 
you are valu'd by the Gallants; ſecure an Intereſt with 
the fineſt Women at Court, and you procure the Fa- 
vour of the greateſt Men So kiſs the prettieſt 
Countrey-Wenches, and you are ſare of liſting the 
luſtieſt Fellows. Some People may call this Artifice, 
but 1 term it . fince it's ſo main 2. part of 
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the Service — Beſides, the Fatigue of Recruiting is 


ſo intolerable, that unleſs we cou'd make our ſelves 
ſome Pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou'd 
be able to bear it. | 

Syl. Well, Sir, I am ſatisfy d as to the Point in 
Debate; but now let me beg you to lay afide your 
Recruiting Airs, put on the Man of Honour, and tell 


me plainly what Uſage I muſt expect when I am un- | 


der your Command. 


Plume. You muſt know, in the firſt place, then, - 


that I hate to have Gentlemen in my Company ; for 
they are always troubleſome and expenſive, ſome- 
times dangerous; and tis a conftant Maxim among 
us, that thoſe who know the leaſt, obey the beſt. 
Notwithftanding all this, I find ſomething ſo agreea- 
ble about you, that engages me to court your Com- 
pany ; and I can't tell how it is, but 1 ſhou'd be un- 
eaſie to ſee you under the Command of any Body 
elſe —— Your Uſage will chiefly depend upon your 
Behaviour; only this ou muſt expect, that if you 
commit a ſmall Fault, 

Tul diſcharge you; for ſomething tells me, 1 ſhall not 


be able to puniſh you. 


' Syl. And ſomething tells me, that if you do dif * 


charge me, twill be the greateſt Puniſhment you can 
inflict; for were we this Moment to go upon the 
greateſt Dangers in your Profeſſion, they wou'd be 
leſs terrible to me, than to ftay behind you— And 


now your Hand, this liſts me—And now you are 


my Captain. 


Flame. Your Friend. [Kiſſes her.] 'Sdeath! There's 


ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. | 
' Syl. One Favour I muſt beg This Affair wil 
make ſome Noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wou'd 
cenſure my Conduct, if I threw my ſelf into the Cir- 
dumſtonce of a private Centinel of my own Head 
I muſt therefore take care to be impreſt by the AR 
of Parliament; you ſhall leave that to me. 
Plaine. What you pleaſe as to that — Will you 
lodge at my Quarters in the mean time? You ſhall 
ae 
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Syl. O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd * 


not you rather lie with a common Woman ? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
imagines! I have got an Air of Freedom, which 
People miſtake for Lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake 
Formality in others for Religion <— The World is all 
2 Cheat; only I take mine, which is undeſigu d, to 
be more excuſable than theirs which is hypocritical. 
hurt no body but my ſelf, and they abuſe all Man- 
kind Will you lie with me? 

Syl. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe; ſhe's to be 
my Bedfellow, you know. | 

Plume. I had forgot; pray be * to her. 

Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Melinda and Lucy. 

Mel. Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a 
| Woman to want a Confident: We are ſo weak, that 
ve can do nothing without Aſſiſtance, and then a Se- 
cret racks us worſe then the Colick I am at this 
minute ſo ſick of a Secret, that I'm ready to faint a- 
wvay——Help me, Lucy. 

Luc. Bleſs me, Madam ! What's the matter ? 

Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover — If Sy- 
via were in Town, I could heartily forgive her Faults 
for the Eaſe of diſcovering my own. | | 

Luc. You're thoughtful, Madam; am not I wor- 
thy to know the Cauſe ? 3 

Mel. You are a Servant, and a Secret may make 
you ſaucy. | 
Tuc. Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a 
Cauſe, Madam. 

Mel. Cauſe or not Cauſe, I muſt not loſe the Plea- 
ſure of chiding when I pleaſe : Women muſt diſcharge 
their Vapours ſomewhere, and before we get Hub- 
bands our Servants muſt expect to bear with em. 

Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raiſe me to a 
Degree above a Servant: You know my Family, and 
that 500 l. would ſet me upon the foot of a Gentle- 
woman, and make me worthy the Confidence of 
my Lady in the Land; beſides, Madam, twill ex- 
. = | nee #4 
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2 encourage me in the great Deſign I now have 


Mel. I don't find that your Defign can be of any 
great Advantage to you: Twill pleaſe me; indeed, 


in the Humour I have of being reveng d on the Fool 


for his Vanity of making Love to me; ſo 1 don't 
much care if I do promiſe you five hundred Pound 
upon my Day of Marriage. j 

Luc. That is the way, Madam, to make me dili- 
gent in the Vocation of a Confident, which 1 think 
is generally to bring People together. 

Mel. O Lacy! I can hold my Secret no longer: 
You muſt know, that hearing of the famous Fortune- 
teller in Town, I went diſguis d to ſatisfy a Curioſity, 
which has coſt me dear: That Fellow is certainly the 
Devil, or one of his Boſom-Fayourites, he has told 
me the moſt ſurprizing things of my paſt Life. 

Tac. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd 


ſurprizing, becauſe we know them already. Did he 


tell you any thing ſurprizing that was to come ? 

Mel, One thing very ſurprizing ; he ſaid I ſhou d 
die a Maid! | 

Luc. Die a Maid! Come into the World for no- 
_ thing—Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it 
might come to paſs; for the bare Thought on't might 
kill one in four and twenty Hours —— And did you. 
aſk him any Queſtions about me? 
Al. You! Why, I paſs'd for you. | 
Tac. So tis I that am to die a Maid-——But the 
Devil was a Liar from the beginning, he can't make 
— ai have put it out of his Power ak 
ready. 


and call'd my ſelf Lacy; but be preſently told me my 
Name, my Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the 
whole Hiſtory of my Life He told me of a Lover 


I had in this Countrey, and deſcrib'd Worthy. ex- 
aQly, but in nothing ſo well as in his preſent Indiffe- 
I fled to him for Refuge here to day, be 


rence 
never fo much 35 encourag's me in my fright, bu 
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Mel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, 
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coldly told me, that he was ſorry for the Accident, 
becauſe it might give the Town cauſe to cenſure my 
Conduct, excus d his not waiting on me home, made 
me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off. Sdeath! I cou d 
have ſtabb'd him, or my ſelf, 'twas the ſame thing 
Yonder he comes— l will ſo uſe him! 

Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
tune-teller told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times 
go, it is not impoſſible for a Woman to die a Maid. 

| Enter Worthy. 

Mel. No matter. 

Wor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ftrike while the 
Jron is hot You have a great deal of Courage, 
Madam, to venture into the Walks where you were 


vo lately frighten'd. 


Mel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to 
zppear before me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 
Wor. 1 had no defign to affront you, nor appear 


© before you either, Madam: 1 left you here, becauſe 


I had Bufineſs in another place, and came hither think- 
ing to meet another Perſon. 

Mel. Since you find your ſelf diſappointed, I hope 
you'll withdraw to another part of the Walk. 

Wor. The walk is broad enough for us both. [ They 
walk by one another, he with his Hat cock'd, ſhe fret-. 
ting and tearing ber Fan.] Will you pleaſe to take 
Snuff, Madam? [ He offers her his Box, ſhe firikes it 
out of bis Hand; while be is gathering it up, Brazen 


takes ber round the Waſte, ſhe cuffs him. 


| Enter Brazen. 

Braz. What, here before me my Dear! 

Mel. What means this Inſolence? 

Luc. Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? 

| [To Brazen. 

Braz. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind ort! odſo! 
vell turn d — My Miſtreſs has wit at her Fingers 
ends Madam, I aſk your Pardon, tis our way 
abroad Mr. Worthy, you are the happy Man. 

Wor. I don't envy your Happineſs very much, if the 
Lady can afford no other ſort of Favours but what ſhe 
ws beſtow'd upon ou. hs 
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Mel, I am ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, for it vu 
defign'd for you, Mr. Worthy; and be affur'd tis the 
laſt and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands 
 —— Captain, I aſk your Pardon Exit with Lucy, 

Braz. I grant it. Vom ſee, Mr. Worthy, 'twas 
only a Random-ſhot, it might have taken off your 
Head as well as mine: Courage, my Dear, 'tis the 


Fortune of War ; buy the Enemy has thought fit to. 


withdraw, I think. | 
Wor. Withdraw ! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by 
withdraw ? | 
Brax. I'll ſhew you. 85 | 
Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Ad- 
vice has ruin'd me: 'Sdeath! why ſhould 1, that 


knew her haughty Spirit, be rul'd by a Man that's a 


Stranger to her Pride? 
Enter Plume. | 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle-Royal : Don't frown 
ſo, Man, ſhe's your own, I tell you: I ſaw the Fun 
of her Love in the Extremity of her Paſſion : The 


Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves 


you to Madneſs. That Rogue Kite began the Battel 
with abundance of Conduct, and will bring you of 
victorious, my Life ont; he plays his part admira- 
bly, '+ to be with him again preſently. | 

Wor? But what cou'd be the meaning of Brazes's 
Familiarity with her ? 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to 
draw Conſequences from the Actions of Fools: 
There's no arguing by the Rule of Reaſon upon a 
Science without Principles, and ſuch is their Conduct 
—— Whim, unaccountable Whim hburries em on 
like a Man drunk with Brandy before ten a Clock in 
the Morning But we Joſe our Sport——X3te has 
open d above an hour ago, let's away. Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Chamber; a Table with Books and 
Globes. J 
Kite diſguis d in a ffrange Habit, ſitting at a Table. 


L. L By the Pofition of the Henn, 


Sun 
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| gun'd from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial 
e Globes, 1 find that Luna was a Tyde-waiter, Sol a 
1 Surveyor, Mercury a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn 
A an Alderman, Jupiter a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant 
1 of Granadeers; and this is the Syſtem of Kite the : 
l | Conjurer. 
) 


Enter Plume and Worthy. 
Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? 
Kite, I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor 
| already; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the 
other a Major of Dragoons II am to manage 
L _— Night Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. 
| Wor. Ay, but it won't do———Hare you ſhew d 

her her Name, that I tore off from the bottom of 
the Letter ? 

Kite, No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laft Stroke. 

Plume. What Letter? | 

Wor. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for fear 
that you ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt. 

| [ Knocking at the Door. 

Kite. Officers to your Poſts. Mind the Door. 

[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Door. 
Enter a Smith. 

Smith. Well, Maſter, are you the Cunning Mn? 

Kite. 4 am the learned Copernicus. | 

Smith. Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, and I 
can't afford above a Shilling for my Fortune. 

Kite. Perhaps that is more than tis worth. 

Smit h. Look'e, Doctor, let me have ſomething 
that's good for my Shilling, or I'll have my Money 


again. | 

Cite. If there be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall have 
your Shilling forty-fold—— our Hand, Countrey- 
man, you're by Trade a Smith. 

Smith. How the Devil ſhou'd you know that? 
Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother- 
Tradeſmen——You were born under Forceps. 

Smith. Forceps, what's that? 
Lite. One of the Signs: There's Leo, Sagittarius, 


Forceps, 
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Forceps, Furnes, Dixmude, Namur, Bruſſels, Charh- 
roy, and ſo forth Twelve of em Let me ſee 
Did you ever make 

— Not I. 

Kite. You either have or will The Stars have 
decreed, that you ſhall be — I muft have more Mo- 
ney, Sir— Your Fortune's great. | 

Smith, Faith, Doctor, I have no more. 

Kite. O Sir, II truſt you, and take it out of your 
Arrears. 

Smith, Arrears! what Arrears ? 

Kite. The five hundred Pound that's owing to you 
from the Government. 

Smith. Owing me 


Kite. Owing you, Sir Let me ſee your t'othet 


Hand -l beg your Pardon, it will be owing to you: 

And the Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty per 

Cent. for a Fortnight's Advance. 
Smith. I'm in the Clouds, Doctor, all this while. 


Kite. Sir, I am above em, among the Stars—ln 


two Years, three Months and two Hours, you will be 


made Captain of the Forges to the Grand Train of u- 


tillery, and will have Ten Shillings a Day, and two Set- 
vants——"'Tis the Decree of the Stars, and of the fix d 
Stars, that are as immovable as your Anvil—Strike, 
Sir, while the Iron is hot Fly, Sir, be gone. 
Smith. What! what wou'd you have me do, Do- 


ctor ? I wiſh the Stars wou'd put me in a way for 


this fine Place. 

Kite. The Stars do let me ſee——=ay, about at 
Hour hence walk careleſly into the Market-place, and 
you'll ſee a tall, lender Gentleman, cheap'ning a Pen- 


nyworth of Apples, with a Cane hanging upon his 


n— This Gentleman will aſk you what's a 
—— He's your Man, and the Maker of your Fortune. 
Follow him, follow him And now go 
home, and take leave of your Wife and Children; 
an Hour hence exactly is your time. 
Smith, A tall flender Gentleman, you ſay, with 1 
Cane! Pray, what ſort of Head has the Cane? 
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Kite. An Amber Head with a black Ribband. 


Smith, And pray, of what Employment is the Gen- | 


tleman ? 
Kite, Let me ſee, he's either 2 Collector of the 


Exciſe, Or 2 Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Grana- 
deer l can't tell exactly which but he'll 
call you honeſt your Name i 

Smith. Thomas. | 

Kite. He'll call you honeſt Tem. 

Smith, But how the Devil ſhould he know my 
Name ? 

Kite, O there are ſeveral ſorts of Tum. Tom 0” 
Lincoln, Tom-tit, Tom Tell Troth, Tom a Bedlam, and 
Tom Foo ge gone An Hour hence pre- 

T Knocking at the Door, 

Smith. You ſay, he'll ak me what's a Clock. 

Kite. Moſt certainly And you'll anſwer you 
And be ſute you look at St. Ma- 
n Dial; for the Sun won't ſhine, and if it ſhou'd, 
you won't be able to tel! the Figures. 

Smith. I will, I will. [ Exit. 

Plane. Well done, Conjurer, go on and proſper. 

[ Behind. 


Enter a Butcher. 


What, my old Friend Pluck the Zutcher I 


offer'd the ſurly Bull- dog five Guineas this Morning, 
and he refus'd it. [ Aſide. 
But. So, Mr. Conjurer, here's Halfa Crown 
And now you muſt underſtand 
Lite. Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs before- 
band 


Zur. You're deviliſh cunning then, for 1 don't well 


| know it my ſelf. 


Kite, I know more than you, Friend Fou 
have a fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more 
than the Man in the Moon: I tell you, the Man in 
the Moon knows more than all the Men under the 
bun: Don't the Moon fee all the World? 

Zur. All the World ſee the Moon, I muft confeſi 

Lite. Then ſhe muſt ſee all the World, that's cer- 
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tain——Give me your Hand-——You're by Trade 
either a Butcher or a Surgeon. | 
But. True, I am a Burcher. 


Kite. And a Surgeon you will be, the Employment | 


differ only in the Name ie that can cut up an 


Ox, may diſſect a Man; and the ſame Dexterity ht 


cracks a Marrowbone, will cut off a Leg or an Arm. 
But, What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye mean? 
Kite. Patience, Patience, Mr. Surgeon · General; the 
Stars are great Bodies, and move ſlowly. 


But. But what d'ye mean by Surgeon- General, Do- | 


Qor ? 


Kite. Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Patience, 


I muſt beg the Favour of your Worſhip's Abſence. 
Bur. My Worſhip! my Worſhip! but why my 
Worſhip ? | 
ite. Nay, then I have done. 
But. Pray, Doftor — — 
Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir ! [Riſer in « 
you think the Stars will be hurry 


Stars, and I am order'd to let no Dun come near their 
Doors. a 

Bur. Dear Doctor, I never had any Dealing with 
che Stars, they don't owe me a Penny — But fince 
you are their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this Halt 
Crown to drink their Healths, and don't be angry. 


Kite. Let me ſee your Hand then once more— - 


Here has been Gold Five Guineas, my Friend, 
in this very Hand this Morning. 


| Bur. Nay, then he is the Devil——Pray, Dodor, 
were you born of a Woman? or, did you come into 
This Gold was offer'd | 
you by a proper handſome Man, call'd Hawk, ot 

Buzzard, | 


the World of your own Head ? 
Kite. That's a Secret 


But. Kite you mean. 
Kite. Ay, ay, Kite. 
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But. As arrant a Rogue as ever carry d a Halberd- 
The impudent Raſcal] would have decoy'd me for a 
Soldier. 

Kite. A Soldier! a Man of your Subſtance for a 
Soldier! Your Mother has a hundred Pound in hard 
Money, lying at this Minute in the Hands of a Mer- 
cer, not torty Yaras from this Place. 

Bur. Oons! and fo ſhe has, but very few know ſo 


much. 


Kite. I know it, and that Rogue, what's his Name, 


Kite, knew it, and offer d you five Gnineas to liſt, be- 


cauſe he knew your poor Mother wou'd give the 
Hundred for your Diſcharge. 
But. There's a Dog now sfleſn, Doctor, I'll 


give you t'other Half. Crown, and tell me that this 


lame Kite will be hang d. 
Kite, He's in as much Danger as any Man in the 


the Surgeon-General all this while. 
Lite. You put the Stars in a Paſſion. [Looks on hi 
Books.) But now they are pacify'd agen. Let 
_ you never cut off a Man's Leg? 

Bae. No. 


Bur. 1 ſay, no. ; 

Kite. That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange; but no- 
thing is ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes have 
ſeen The Second, or Third, ay, the Third 
Campaign that you make in Flanders, the Leg of a 
great Officer will be ſhatter' d by a great Shot; you 
vill be there accidentally, and with your Cleaver chop 
off the Limb at a Blow: In ſhort, the Operation will 
be perform'd with ſo much Dexterity, that with ge- 
nera] Applauſe you will be made Surgeon- General of 
the whole Army. 

ur Nay, for the Matter of cutting off a Limb, 
Il do't, 1'll do't with any Surgeon in Exrope, but 1 
oughts of making a Campaign. 
Kize, You have no Thoughts! what's matter for 

your 
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your Thoughts; the Stars have decreed it, and yo | 


muſt go. 
But. The Stars decree it! Oons, Sir, the Juſtice 

Can't preſs me. . 

Kite. Nay, Friend, 'tis none of my Buſineſs, 1 


have done; only mind this, you'll know more an 


Hour and half hence, that's all, farewel. 

But. Hold, hold, Doctor, Surgeon-General ! What 
is the Place worth, pray? 

Kite. Five hundred Pounds a Year, beſides Guinen 
for Claps. 

But. Five hundred Pounds a Year !——An hour and 
a half hence, you ſay. h | 

Kite. Prithee, Friend, be quiet, don't be trouble- 
ſome, here's ſuch a work to make a Booby Butcher 
accept of Five hundred Pound a Year——But if you 
muſt hear it I tell you in ſhort, you'll be ſtand 
ing in your Stall an Hour and an half hence, anda 
Gentleman will come by with a Snuff-box in his 
Hand, and the tip of his Hankerchief hanging out 
of his right Pocket ; he'll aſk you the Price of a Loin 
of Veal, and at the ſame time ſtroak your great Dog 
upon the Head, and call him Chopper. 

But. Mercy on us! Chopper is the Dog's Name. 

Kite. Look'e there What I ſay is true 
things that are to come, muſt come to paſs Get 
you home, ſell off your Stock, don't mind the whi- 
ning and the ſnivelling of your Mother and your Si- 


fier—— Women always hinder Preferment —=—make 
what Money you can, and follow that Gentleman, 
his Name begins with a P, —— mind that — There 


will be the Barber's Daughter too, that you promis d 


Marriage to=—ſhe will be pulling and halling you 


to pieces. 


2 
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Bur. What! know Sally too? He's the Devil, and | ot 


he needs muſt go that the Devil drives. ¶ Going] The 
tip of his Hankerchief out of his left Pocket. 


Kite. No, no, his right Pocket; if it be the left, 


tis none of the Man. 
But. Well, well, Ln mind him. 


Plume, | 


— 
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_ Plume. The right Pocket, you ſay. 
[Behind with his Pecłet- Book. 
Kite. I hear the ruſtling of Silks. * Fly, 
Sir, tis Madam Melinda. 
Enter Melinda and Lucy, 
Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 
Mel. Don't trouble your ſelf, we ſhan t ſtay, Doctor. 
Kite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than 


| you imagine. 


Mel. For what ? 

Kite. For a Huſband For your part, Madam, 
you won't ſtay for a Huſband. [To Lucy. 

Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the 
Stars, or the Devil ? 

Kite, With both; when I have the Deſtinies of 
Men in ſearch, 1 conſult the Stars; when the Affairs 
of Women come under my Hands, I adviſe with my 
tother Friend. 

Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my Ac- 
count? 

Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Table. 

Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's 
be gone. 

Kite. If you be afraid of him, why do ye come to 
conſult him? 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool ; do you think, Sir, that 
becauſe I am a Woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my 
Reaſon, or frighten'd out of my Senſes? Come, ſhew 


ne this Devil. 


Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent; but when he has 
done, he ſhall wait on you. 

Mel. What is he doing? 

Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket Bock. 

Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you 


Lor he to do with my Name? 


Kite. Look'e, fair Lady the Devil is a very 


modeſt Perſon, he ſeeks no body, unleſs they ſeek 
bim fiſt; he's chain'd up like a Maſtiff, and can't 
Ua, unleſs he be let looſe——You come to me to 
have your Fortune told -Do you think, * 
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that I can anſwer you of my own Head? No, Mi. 
dam, the Affairs of Women are ſo irregular, that no- 
thing leſs than the Devil can give any account of em. 
Now to convince you of your Incredulity, III bew 
you a Trial of my Skill—Here, you Cacademo del Ply. 
mo exert your Power, draw me this Lady's Name, 
the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and Charadter, 
of her owa Hand- writing do it at three Motion 
one two three — tis done Nos, 
Madam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Maid to fetch it 

Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if 1 do. 

Ael. My Name in my own Hand-writing ! that 
wou'd be convincing indeed. ; 

Kite. Seeing's believing. [Goes to the Table, lifts w 
the Carpet.] Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the 
Bone, Sirrah. There's your Name upon that ſquare 
piece of Paper, behold —— 

Mel. Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a tittle, 

Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like | 
your Hand neither, and now I look nearer, tis not 
like your Hand at all. | ; 
„ Here's a Chamber-maid now will out · lie the 

11 

Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſha'n't impoſe upon 
us; People can't remember their Hands, no more 
than they can their Faces——Come, Madam, let w 
be certain, write your Name upon this Paper, then 
we'll compare the two Names. : 

[ Takes out a Paper, and folds it. 

Kite. Any thing for your Satis faction, Madam 
here's Pen and Ink. | 

[Melinda writes, Lucy holds the Paper. 

Lac. Let me ſee it, Madam, tis the ſame—==the 
very ſame.o—But I'll ſecure one Copy for my own 
Affairs. La 

Mel. This is Demonſtration. 2 

Kite. Tis ſo, Madam — The Word Demonſin- | ;; 
tion comes from Demos the Father of Lies. 

Mel. Well, Doctor, I am convinc'd; and no, 
pray, what Account can you give of my future For 
tune ? 8 5 Tu. 
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Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe round. 

this earthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd for 

Happineſs or Miſery. | 

Mel. What! So near the Criſis of my Fate! 

Kite. Let me ſee About the Hour of ten to 
morrow Morning you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, 
who will come to take his Leave of you, being de- 
fign'd for Travel ; his Intention of going abroad 
is ſudden, and the Occaſion a Woman. Your For- 
tune and his are like the Bullet and the Barrel, one 
runs plump into the other In ſhort, if the Gen- 
tleman travels, he will die abroad; and if he does, 

u will die before he comes home. 

Mel. What ſort of Man is he? 

Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lo- 
yer, that is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very 
geat Fool. = n 

Mel, How is that poſſible, Doctor? 
Kite. Becauſe, Madam = becauſe it is fo=—— 
AWoman's Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a Fool. 
Mel. Ten a Clock, you ſay ? 

about the Hour of Tea-drinking 


Kite. Ten 
throughout the Kingdom. 

Mel. Here, Doctor. [Gees Money. ] Lucy, have 
you any Queſtions to aſk : 

Luc. Oh, Madam! A thouſand. 

Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another time; 
for expect more Company this Minute; beſides, 1 
nuſt diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 

Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt ! 


Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 


 [Exenns Melinda and Lucy. 


Enter Worthy ard Plume. 
Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me 


| Joy to Day, I hope to be able to return the Com- 


dle nent to Morrow. | 
Wor, I'll make it the beſt Complement to you ihat 
wer I made in my Life, if you do; but I muſt be a 
Traveller, you ſay? 1 
ite. 
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Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel,! 
' preſume, Sir. 

7 That we _ concerted Already. [Knack 
ing day! Lou don't feſs Mid WM 
Foy J Hey day pro witty 

Kite, Away to your Ambuſcede. | | 

[Exeunt Plume and Wortly, | 
Enter Brazen. 8-1 
Brax. Your Servant, Servant, my Dear. 

Kite. Stand off, I have my Familiar already. 

Braz. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear? 

Kite. Yes, my Dear; but mine is a peaceable Sp 

rit, and hates Gun- powder. Thus 1 fortiſie my ſelf; 
[Draw @ Circle round him.) and now, Captain, have | 
a care how you force my Lines. 
Braz. Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 
ſomething like a Fiſhing-Rod there, indeed; but [ 
come to be acquainted with you, Man Wart 
your Name, my Dear? 

ite. Conundrum. 

Brax. Conundrum ! Rat me, 1 nan « delta 
_ — of your Name Where were ou 

"i 

Kite. I was born in Algebra. 5 

Braz. Algebra! Tis no Country in Cbriſtendm, 
I'm ſure, unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands in 
Scotland, 

Kite. Ri I told you I was bewitch d. 

Braz. So am l, my Dear; I am going to be mar- 
ry'd I have had two Letters from a Lady of 
Fortune that loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Colick, 
Spleen, and Vapours———-ſhall I marry her in four 
and twenty Hours, ay, or no? 

Kite. I muſt have the Year and Day of the Month 
when theſe Letters were dated. 

Braz. Why, you old Bitch, did 


you ever ber af 


Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of the 
TM 2? Do you think Billet-Deux 2 are like Bank 
ills ? 
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7 kite. They are not ſo good but if they bear 
no Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 

Y Braz. Contents! That you «hall, old Boy, here 
they be both. 

Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe. 
[Takes the Letter.) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me 
7 conſult my Books for a Minute, l' ſend this Letter 
* ] inclos'd to you with the Determination of the Stars 
upon it to your Lodgings. 

Braz. With all my Heart I muſt give him 
Puts his Hands in his Pocket,) Algebra! | fanſy, 
Doctor, tis hard to calculate the Place of your Nati- 

viiy — Here — [Gives him Money.) And if 1 ſuc- 
ceed, [I'll build a Watch-Tower on the top of the 
higheſt Mountain in Wales for the Study of Aſtrology, 
and the Benefit of Conundraums. [ Exzt. 

Enter Plume and Worthy. 

Wor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, let 
me ſee it, and now I have it, I'm afraid to open it. 

Plume. Pho! let me ſec it? [Opening the Letter. 
If ſhe be a Jilt—-Damn her, ſhe is one-— There's 
ber Name at the bottom on't. | 

Wer. How! Then I'll travel in good Earneft——— 
By all my Hopes, tis Lacy's Hand. 

Plume. Lucy's! | 

wor. Certainly———'tis no more like Melinda's 
Character, than black is to white. 

Plume. Then tis certainly Zucy's Contrivance to 
draw in Brazen for a Huſband———But are you ſure 


- 19% LAs 


3 8T 


'E - 


y of tis not Melinda's Hand? 

lick, Wor. You ſhall ſee; where's the bit of Paper I gave 

four Jou juſt now that the Devil writ Melinda upon? 
Kite. Here, Sir. | 

ond Plume. Tis plain they are not the ſame; and is this 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 

a+ of | Which made Mr. Ballance ſend his Daughter into the 

e the | Country? 

2anke | Wor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I ſhew'd 

| Jou juſt now. 

I Plume, But 'twas barbarous to conceal this ſo long. 
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and to continue me ſo many Hours in the perniciom 
Hereſie of believing that Angelick Creature cou 
change : Poor Sylvia! 

Wor. Rich Sylvia you mean, and poor Captain, 
ha, ha, ha. Come, come, Friend, Melinds is 


true, and ſhall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, mated | 


be yours. 
Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes Zut for 
her Sake I'll recant my Opinion of her Sex. 


Tight harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as yours and mine, 


Sallies of Wit, and Vapours of our Wine. 


And wanting Merit to create Fſlcem, 
Wen d hide their own Deſecłs by cen, ring them. 
But they ſecure in their ring C 

E CG FP Alarms ; 


He magnifies their re 
For none won d were they not in Chains. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
INKA IIS I $4 $4 4.44.44 
„ 
SCENE, Jufice Ballance's Elst. 


Enter Ballance and Scale. 
—_— tis not to be born, Mr. Ballance. 

Ball, Look'e, Mr. Scale, or oy ge 
I fall be very tender in what regards the Officers of 
the Army; they expoſe their Lives to ſo many Dar- 
gem for us abroad, that we may give them ſome. 
Grains of Allowance at home. 

Scale. Allowance! This poor Girl's Father is 17 
Tenant; and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurkt 2 
Child for you Shall they debauch our Daugh 
ters to our Faces? 


- Others the Juſtice of the Sex condemn, q 


8 | 


By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, ; 


| 
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continue ſo; the ſame Heat that ftirs them up to 
| Love, ſpurs them on to Battel : You never knew a 


=2 


Lan 


1 


| ig, and ſpoke Jokes by _ Bed fide, I'm ſure. 
2 ; 


Ball. Confider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for the 
Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhould have French Dra- 
goons among us, that wou'd leave us neither Liberty, 
Property, Wives nor Daughters——Come, Mr. Scale, 
the Gentlemen are vigorous and warm, and may they 


great General in your Life, that did not love a Whore. 
This 1 only ſpeak in reference to Captain Pla 
for the other Spark I know nothing of. 

Scale. Nor can 1 hear of any body that does 
Oh, here they come. 


Emter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſoners; Conflable 
S—_— 


Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them 
in the very Act, re infecta, Sit The Gentleman, 
indeed, behav'd himſelf like a Gentleman; for he 
drew his Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it 
down and ſaid nothing. 

Ball. Give the Gentleman his Sword again 
Wait you without. [Exit Con ſtable and Watch.) I'm 
ſorry, Sir, [To Sylvia] to know a Gentleman upon 
fach Terms, that the Occafion of our meeting ſhould 
prevent the Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Syl. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War- 


| rant, no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour 


. nba abba your Au- 
ority. | 
Scale, Innocence ! Have not you ſeduc'd that 


young Maig ? 


Syl. No, Mr. Gooſecap, the ſeduc'd me. | 
Bull. So the did, I'll ſwear for ſhe propos d 
Marriage firſt. 

Ball. What, then you are marry'd, Child ? 


[To Roſe. 
Roſe. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 
Ball, Who was Witneſs ? 
Bull, That was I danc'd, threw the Stock- 


* 
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Ball, Who was the Miniſter ? | 
Bull. Miniſter! We are Soldiers, and want no Mi. 
niſter=—They were marry'd by the Articles of War. 

Bail. Hold thy prating, Fool——Your Appearance, 

Sir, promiſes ſome Underſtanding; pray what does 
this Fellow mean? | 

Syl. He means Marriage, I think— but that you 

know 1s ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People 
under the Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome make 
it a Sacrament, others a Convenience, and others 
make it a Jeſt; but among Soldiers 'tis moſt ſacred-— 
Our Sword, you know, is our Honour, that we lay 
down—— The Hero jumps over it fiiſt, andthe Ame 
on after Leap Rogue, follow Whore ——— 
The Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo to Bed; that's all, 
the Ceremony is conciſe. | 

Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of Px 
time and Prodigality 0 

Ball. What! Are you a Soldier? 

Bull. Ay, that Iam —— Will your Worſhip lend me 
your Cane, and I'll ſhew you how I can exerciſe. 
Ball. Take it, [Strikes him over the Head.) Pray, 

Sir, what Com miſſion may you bear? [Io Sylvia. 
Syl. I'm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee- men, 
Drawers, Whores, and Groom- porters in London; for 
I wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien t ron ee, 1 A 

Martial Twiſt in my Cravat, a fierce Knot in my | 
Perriwig, a Cane upon my Button, Piquet in my 
Head, and Dice in my Pocket. | 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir? | 

Syl. Captain Pinch : I cock my Hat with a Pinch; 
I take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whibres with a 
Pinch : In ſhort, I can do any thing at a Pinch, but 
fight and fill my Belly. | 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Sh - 


e? 
Syl. A Pinch, Sir; I knew you Country Gentle: | , 
men want Wit, and you know that we Town Gen- 
temen want Money, and ſo—_ U 
Wall. 1 undeiſtand you, Sir Here, Conſtable— 
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Enter Conſlable. 
Take this Gentleman into Cuſtody till farther Orders. 


Roſe. Pray your Worſhip don't be uncivil to him, 
for he did me no hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs Man 


in the World, for all he talks 10. 


Scale. Come, come, Child, I'll take care of you. 

Sy!, What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom, 
md: my Wife at once! Tis the firſt time they ever 
went together. 

Ball, Heark'e, Conſtable. [Whiſpers him. 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, sir come along, Sir. 

Exeunt Conſtable, Bullock and Sylvia. 
Ball. Come, Mr. Scale, * manage the Spark 


preſently. [Exeunt. = 
SCENE, Melinds s Apartment. 


Enter Melinda and Worthy. 

Mc. So far the Prediction is right, tis ten exactly. 
Aſde.] And pray, Sir, how long have you been in 
this travelling Humour ? | 

Wor. Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what 
diſturbs our Quiet. 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more 
natural, may be the occaſion of it. 

Wor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms 


in Variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be ſo fond 


of it. 

Auel. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, I am not ſo fond 
of Variety as to travel for't; nor do I think it Pru- 
dence in you to run your ſelf into a certain Expence 
and Danger, in hopes of precarious Pleaſure, which 
at beſt never an{wers Expectation, as tis evident from 


the Example of moſt Travellers, that long more to 


return to their own Countrey, than they did to go 
abroad. 


Wer. What Pleaſures I may receive abroad are in- 
deed uncertain; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meer 
with leſs Cruelty among the moſt barbarous of Na- 
tions, than 1 have found at home. 


Mel, Come, Sir, you and 1 have been jangling a 
D3 great 
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great While; I fanſy if we made up our Accounts, we 
ſhou'd the ſooner come to an Agreement. 

Wor. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being 
In my Debt My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, 


Aſſiduities, Anxieties, Jealouſies, have run on for a 


whole Year without any Payment. 

Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worchy! What you owe to 
me is not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servitude: 
How did you uſe me the Year before? When taking 
the Advantage of my Innocence and Neceſſity, you 


Slave — Remember the wicked Infinuations, artful 
Baits, deceitful Arguments, cunning Pretences ; then 


your impudent Behaviour, looſe Expreſſions, famili- 


ar Letters, rude Viſits ; remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr, 
Worthy. 2 
Mor. I do remember, and am ſarry I made no bet. 


ter uſe of em. [Aſide.] But you may remember, Ma- | 


Mel. Sir, 1 remember nothing Tis your In- 
tereſt that I ſhou'd forget: You have been barbarow | 


to me, I have been cruel to you ; put that and that 


together, and let one balance the other——Now if 


you wil! begin upon a new Score, lay afide your ad- 
venturing Airs, and behave your ſelf handſomely till 


Lent be over: here's my Hand, I'll uſe you as a Gen- 


tleman ſhou'd be. 


Wor. And if 1 don't uſe you as a Gentlewoma | 


ſhou d be, may this be my Poiſon. ¶ King ber Hani 
Enter & Servant. 
Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 


Mel. I am going to Mr. Ballances Country-Hovuſe 


to ſee my Coufin Sylvia; I have done her an Injury, 
and can't be eaſy till I have aſk'd her Pardon. 


Wor. I dare not hope for the Honour of waiting | 


on 7 


Jant as to mount your own Horſes and follow us, we 
ſhall be glad to be overtaken; and if you bring Cap- 


| tain Plume with you, we ſha'n't have the worſe Re- 


ception. Wa 


wou'd have made me your Miſtreſs, that is, your | © 


ou. | | 
Auel. My Coach is full; but if you will be ſogi- - 


{| fhall I build a Privateer or a Play-houſe? 
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Wor. I'll endeavour it. [Exit leading Melinda. 
SCENE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Kite. 
Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, and a Butcher 


l believe the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had 


not more Trades in their Company than 1 have in 
mine. 
Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full ; 


| for we have two Sheep-ſtealers among us -I hear 
| of a Fellow too committed juſt now for ſtealing of 
Horſes. 


 Plame. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons 
— Have we neter a Poulterer among us? 

Ki:e. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very 
good one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or 2 
Turkey —— Here's Captain Brazen, Sir, I muſt go 


look after the Men. 1 


Enter Brazen, reading 4 Letter. 
Braz. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour Um, 


| um, very well—-My dear Plame ! Give me a Buſs. 


Plume, Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dcar: What 


{| baſt got in thy Hand, Child? 


Braz. 'Tis a Proſect for laying out a thouſand 
Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how 


i do get it in? | 


Braz. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want 


twenty thouſand Pound; I have ſpent twenty times 


as much in the Service——Now, my Dear, pray ad- 
viſe me, my Head runs much upon Architecture, 


Plume. An odd Queſtion——a Privateer or a Play- 
houſe! Twill require ſome Confideration——Faith, 


| Tm for a Privateer. | 
| Braz. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear for 
in the firſt place a Privateer may be ill built. 


Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But a Privateer may be ill mann d. 
Plume. And ſo may a Fhay-houſe. 


| » 94 | Bras. 
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Braz. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallow: 
Plume. Not ſo often as a Play-houſe. 
= But you know a Privateer may ſpring 4 
ea 
Plume. And I know a Play-houſe may ſpring 1 
great many. 
Brax. But ſuppoſe the Privateer come home with 
a rich Booty, we ſhould never agree about our Shares, 
Plume. 'Tis juſt ſo in a Play- houſe So, by wy 
Advice, you ſhall fix upon a Privateer. 

Braz. Agreed ——But if this twenty thouſand 
Pound ſhou'd not be in Specie 
Plume. What twenty thouſand ? 

Braz. Heark'e. 
Plume, Marry'd ! 


out of Town at the Waterefide——and ſo forth 
| [Reads.) For fear I ſhou'd be known by any of Wor- 
thy's Friends, you muſt give me leave to wear my Maſk 
till after the Ceremony, which will make me for ever 
Yours Look'e there, my dear Dog. 
[ Shews the bottom of the Letter to Plume. 
Plume, Melinda ! And by this Light, her own-Hand! 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear — Her Hand 
exactly —— Juſt now, you ſay ? 

Braz. This Minute I muſt be gone. 

Plume. Have a little Patience, and I'll go with 
you. 
5 Brax. No, no, 1 ſee a Gentleman coming this 
way, that may be inquiſitive ; tis mz, du you 
know him ? 

Plume. By fight only. 

Brax. Have a Care, the very Eyes diſcover Se- 


creis. { Exit. 
Enter Worthy. 
. To Boot and Saddle, Captain, you muſt 
ſi. 
Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't 
mount. 


Wor. But I ſhall : Melinda and J are agreed, 2 
6 


(Whiſpers. 


Braz. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile | 


| 


| 


| k 


= © 


eie. 
Fo Shall 1 ga with you? 
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gone to viſit Sylvia, we are to mount and follow ; 
and cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows 
what might be done for us both? 
 Þl:ime. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſe- 
cur'd a Parſon already. 
Wor. Already! Do you know more than 1 ? | 
Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand Brazen 
and ſhe are to meet half a Mile hence at the Water- 


| fide, there to take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferry'd over 


to the Elyſian Fields, if there be any ſuch thing in 
Matrimony. 3 
wor. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſur'd 
me ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard 
Lucy tor daring to write Letters to him in her Name 
Plume, Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in this 


nl tell ye, 1 faw MAelinda's Hand, as ſurely as 


this is mine. 
Wor. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to Ju- 
tice Ballances Country houſe. 
Plume. But 1 tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to 


| Enter Servan?. 
Ser. Madam Aelin da has ſent word, that you need 


not trouble your ſelf to follow her, becauſe her Jour- 


ney to Juſtice Ballance's is put off, and ſhe's gone to 
take the Air another way. IIe Worthy. 
Wor. How! her Journey put of! : 
Plume. That is, her Journey was a put off to you, 
Vor. Tis plain, plain——But how, where, when. 
ls the to meet Erazen? | | . 
Plume. juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence at. 
the Water- fide. 
Wor. Up or down the Water ? 
Plyme, That l don't know. | 
Wor. I'm glad my Hotics are Teady———_— 


ack, get 


Yor, Not an Inches ſhall return preſently. [Exit. 
Plume. You':! find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 


ing by this time, and 1 muſt attend them. 


D 5 SCENE, 
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SCENE, A Court of Juſtice: Ballance, Scale and 
Scruple upon the Bench: Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 
Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 

Kite. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen 
upon the Bench? 

Conſt. He in the middle is Juſtice Ballance, he on 
the right is Juſtice Scele, and he on the left is Juſtice 
Screple, and I am Mr. Conſtable, four very honeſt 

Kite, O dear Sir! I am your moſt obedient Ser- 
vant: [ Salating the Conftable.) 1 fanſy, Sir, that 
your Employment and mine are much the ſame; for 
my Buſineſs is to keep People in order, and if they 
diſobey, to knock 'em down; and then we are both 
Staff-Officers. 

Conft. Nay, I'm a Serjeant my ſelf——of the Mi- 
litia— Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe: 
Suppoſe this a Muſket now: Now I am ſhoulder'd. 

[ Puts bis Staff on's Right Shoulder, 

Rite. Ay, you are houlder'd pretty well for a 
Conftable's Staff; but for a Muſket you muſt put it 
on the other Shoulder, my Dear. 

Conf. Adſo! that's true — Come, now give the 
Word of Command. | | 
ite. Silence. 

Conſt. Ay, ay, ſo we will — We will be filent. 

Kite. Silence, you Dog, Silence! 


Strites him over the Head with his Halberd. 8 


Con t. That's the way to filence a Man witha 
witneſs— What d'ye mean, Friend? 
Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. = 4 
Conſt. Your Exerciſe differs ſo from ours, that we 
ſhall ne er agree about it; if my own Captain had 
given me ſuch a Rap, 1 had tiken the Lawof him. 

| Enter P'ume. 

Ball. Captain, you're we come. 

Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume 
aſcends, and ſits upon the Bench.) Now a" 

| ri 


in the Pariſh, witneſs my five poor Children. 


The Recruiting Officer 83 
Priſoners — Here that Fellow there — ſet him up 
—_— Conflable, what have you to ſay againſt this 
Man 

Conſt. I have nothing to ſay againſt him and pleaſe 


ou. 

n Ball, No! what made you bring him hither ? 
Conſt. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant di- 

rect you what ſort of Men to take up? 

Confs. I can't tell, and pleaſe ye; I can't read. 

Seru. A very pretty Coullable truly —1 find we 
have no Buſineſs here. 

Kite, May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, 1 defire 
to be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the 
Queen. 

Ball. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, fince 
no Body elſe will ſpeak, we won't come here for 
nothing. 

Kite. This Man is but one Man, the Countrey 
may ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, 
he's cut out by Nature for a Granadeer; he's five 
Foot ten Inches high ; he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance 
the Cheſbire Round with any Man in the Countrey; 
he gets drunk every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his 
Wife. 

Wife. You lie, Sirrah, you lie, an pleaſe your 
Worſhip, he's the beſt narur'd, Tains taking ſt Man 


Scru. A Wife! and five Children! You Conftable, 


you Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 


Wife and five Children? 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemen ——Heark'e, Friend, how 
do you maintain your Wife and five Children ? 

Plume. They live upon Wild-fowl and Veniſon, 
Sir; the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hates 
aad Partridge within five Mile round. 

Ball. A Gun! nav, it he be ſo good at Gun- 
ning, he ſhall have enough on't He may be of 
uſe againſt the French, for he ſhoots fly ing to be ſure. 

Ds dern. 
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Scru. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Ballance ? 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the reaſon you wou'd ſend 
him away, you know [| have a Child every Year, and 
you are afraid they ſhou'd come upon the Pariſh at 


Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Wo- 
man has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better main- 
tain five Children this Year, than fix or ſeven the 
next: That Fellow upon his high Feeding, may get 
Jou two or three Beggars at a Birth. 

Wife. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my 
Teeming-time if there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Ball. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Corre- 
ction— and the Man—— 

Kite. II take care o' him, if you pleaſe. 
[ Takes him down, 

Scale. Here, you Conſtable, the next — Set up 
that black-fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun-powder Look; 
what can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable ? 

Conſt. Nothing but that he is a very honeſt Man. 
Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt 

Man in my Company, for the Novelty's ſake. 
Ball. What are you, Friend? 
Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cole-pits. 


Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 


and the AR of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are 
to impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of 
a Livelihood. 

Kire. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has 
no viſible Means of a Livelihood, for he works under 


Ground. 
Plume, Well ſaid Kite; beſides the Army wants 
Miners. 


Ball. Right, and had we an Order of Government 
for't, we cou'd raiſe you in this and the Neighbour- 
ing County of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that 


wou'd run you under-ground like Moles, and do 


more Service in a Siege than all the Miners in the 


Scrn. 
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Secru. Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for your 
ſelf? | 
ob. I am marry'd. 

Kite. Lack-a-day, ſo am I. 

Mob. Here's my Wife, poor Woman. 
Ball. Are you marry'd, good Woman? 

Wom. I'm marry'd in Conſcience. 

Kite, May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child 
in Conſcience. 

Scale. Who marry'd you Miftreſs ? 

Wow. My Huſband we agreed that I ſhou'd 
call him Huſband, to avoid paſting for a Whore; and 
that he ſhould call me Wife, to ſhun going tor a Sol- 
dier. | 

Scru. A very pretty Couple! pray Captain, will 
you take em both? 

Plume. What ſay you, Mr. Rite, will you take 
care of the Woman ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-ſide 


t 
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and there, if ſhe has a mind to drown her ſelf, we'll. 
take care that no body ſhall hinder her. 

Ball. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [ Exit 
Conſtable.) Now, Captain, I'll fit you with a Man, 
ſuch as you ne'er lifted in your Life. | Enter Con- 
fable and Sylvia] Oh! my Friend Pinch, I'm very 
glad to ſee you. 

Syl. Well, Sir, and what then ? 

Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpect to the 
Bench ? | | 

Syl. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your 


Bench neither. 


Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen. that's enough, he's a 


| very impudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. 


Scale, A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and veiy fit fora 
So dier. 

Confl. A Whore- maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to 
80. 
Ball. What think you, Captain? 

' Plume. 1 think he is a very pretty Fellow, and 
| therefore fit to ſerve. 
| | | S9 J. 


FS 
Syl. Me for a Soldier ! ſend your own lazy, lub. 


berly Sons at home; Fellows that hazard rheir Neck 
every Day in the purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not pee? 
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abroad to look an Enemy in the Face. 
Conf. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Wo- 
man at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue, 
Syl. Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby? In. 
viſh'd em both yeſterday. | 
Ball. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of Wa. 
we'll ſee him liſted immediately. 


[Plume reads Articles of War againſt Mutiny ant 


Syl. Hold, Sir,——Once more, Gentlemen, have 
a care what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for 


any Violence you offer to me; and you, Mr. Bal. 
lance, | ſpeak to you particularly, you ſhall heartily 


repent 1t. 


Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Worl 
more, and I'll build a Horſe for you as high as the 
Cieling, and make you ride the moſt tireſome Jour 


ney that ever you made in your Life. 


Syl. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain | 


Huſſcap, but you had better be quiet, 1 ſhall find a 
way to cool your Courage. 


Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's 


diſtracted. i 
Syl. Tis falſe— l am deſcended of as good 4 


Family as any in your County; my Father is as good 


a Man as any upon your Bench, and l am Heu to 
Twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Bali. He's certainly mad—Pray, Captain, read 
the Articies of War. 


Syl. Hold once more——Pray, Mr.-Ballance,to you 
I ſpeak, ſuppoſe 1 were your Child, wou'd you uſe 


me at this rate ? | 
Ball. No, faith, were you mine, I wou'd ſend 
you to Bedlam fiſt, and into the Army afterwards, 
Syl. But conſider my Father, Sir, he's as good, # 


generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerv'd hes 


Countrey; I'm his only Child, perbaps the Loſs of 
me may break his Heart. Bal. 


— — — 
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ſhip. 
Ball. No more! there were five two Hours ago. 
| let the reſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a 


E. s 2 | 
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Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does: Captain, 
if you don't lift him this Minute, I'll leave the Court. 
Plume. Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy - Money 


to the Men while I read. 


Kite. Ay, Sir——Silence, Gentlemen. | 
[Plume reads the Articles of War. 

Bal. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the 
Favour of you not to diſcharge this Fellow upon any 
account whatſoever. Bring in the reſt. 

Conſt. There are no more an't pleaſe your Wor- 


Syl. Tis tiue, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable 


Man, becauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, 
ſo the odd Shilling was clear Gains, 

All Fauſt, How ! 

Syl. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for 
two Guineas, but 1 had not ſo much about me; this 
is truth, and I'm ready to ſwear it. 

Xite. And l' ſwear it; give me the Book, tis for 
the good of the Service. | 

Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him 
half a Crown to ſay that I was an honeſt Man; but 
now, ſince that your Worſhips have made me a 
Rogue, I hope I ſhall have my Money again. 

Ball. Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put 
into the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't 
bring four good Men for his Ranſom by to Morrow 
Night Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flanders. 

Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed! 1 

Plume. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 

Kite. Ay, ay, Sir, [To the Conſtable.] will 
you pleaſe to have your Office taken from you? Or 
will you handſomely lay down your Staff, as your Bet- 
ters have done before you? [Conſtable drops his Staff. 

Ball. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Ce- 
temony in adjourning this Court Captain you 
&ell-dine with me. 

Line. Come Mr, Militia Serjeant, I ſhall filence 
= , « you 


— 


88 _ The Recruiting Officer. 
you now, [I believe, without your taking the Law 
of me. Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE, the Fields. 
Enter Brazen, leading in Lucy mat d. 
Brazen. The Boat is juſt below here. 


Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm, 
Wor. Here, Sir, take your Choice. 
[ Going berween 'em and offering them, 
Braz. What, Piſtols ! are they charg'd my Dear? 
Wor. With a Brace of Bullets each. | 
Braz. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and ne- 
ver uſe Piſtols, the Sword is my way—=and I won't 
be put out of my Road to pleaſe any Man. 
mor. Nor | neither; ſo have at you. 
[ Cocks one Piſtal. 
Braz. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols 
—— - Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at 
Sharps; dam it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 


Wor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly full of theſe, the 


Swords ſhall come in for ſecond Courſe. 
Braz. Why then, Fire and Fury! I have eaten 
Smoak from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir; don't 
think I fear Powder, for I live upon't. Let me ſee: 
[ Takes one.] And now, Sir, how many Paces diſtant 
ſha!l! we fire? HS 

Wor, Fire you when you pleaſe, I'll reſerve my 
Shot till 1 am ſure of you. 

Braz. Come, where's vour Cloak ! 

Wor. Cloak! what d'ye mean? | 

Braz. To fight upon; I always fight upon a Cloak, 
tis our way abtoad.. | 

Luc. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Strife. 

| Dumalls. 

Mor. Lucy! take her. 

Braz. The Devil take me if I do Fuzz! 
Fires his Piflol) Dy'e tear, d'ye hear, you plaguy 
Harrydan, how thoſe Bullets while; fu; poſe they 
had been ludg'd in my G.zzud now? - 


Luc. 
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Luc. Pray, Sir, pardon me. 

Braz. I can't tell, Child, till I know whether my 
Money be ſafe, [Searching his Pockets) Yes, yes, I 
do pardon you, but if I had you in the Roſe Tavern, 
Covent-Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, and 
three or four ſmart Napkins, I wou'd tell you ano- 
ther Story my Dear. | Exit, 

Wor. And was Melinda privy to this? 

Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name, upon a piece 
of Paper at the Fortune-tellers laſt Night which I 
put in my Pocket, and ſo writ above it to the Cap- 
tain. 

Tor. And how can Melinda's Journey be put off? 

Luc. At the Town's end ſhe met Mr. Ballazre's 
Steward, who told her, that Mrs. Sylvia was gone 


from her Father's, and no body could tell whither. 


Wor, Sylvia gone from her Father's! This will be 
News to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady how 
near I was being ſhot for her. LExeunt. 


Enter Ballance with a Napkin in his Hand, as riſen 
from Dinner, and Steward. | 
Stew. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; 
and then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was 
my young Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there ; 
but the Suit that your Son left in the Preſs, when he 
went to London, was gone. | 
Ball. The white trim'd with Silver ? 
Stew, The ſame. . 


Bail. You ha'n't told that Circumſtance to any 


Stew. To none but your Worthip. i 

Ball. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining- 
Room, and tell Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak 
with him. 

Stew. | ſhall—— | [ Exit, 

Ball. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her 
Promiſe indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of her 
ſelf without my Conſent. 1 have conſented with a 
Witneſs, given her away as my Act and Deed _— 
| Fi 
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And this, | warrant, the Captain thinks will paſs; no, 
I ſhall never pardon him the Villany, firſt of robbing 
me of my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion he 
muſt have of me, to think that 1 cou'd be ſo 
wretchedly impos'd upon; her extravagant Paſſion 


might encourage her in the Attempt, but the Conti. 
I'll know the Truth pre. 


Vance muſt be his 
ſently —— . 
Enter Plume. 


Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 


Gentleman Soldier? | 
Plume. He's at my Quarters, 1 ſuppoſe, with the 
reſt of my Men. 
Ball. Does he k 
Soldiers? 
Plume. No, he's generally with me. 
Ball. He lies with you, I preſume. 


Plume. No, faith, 1 offer'd him part of my Bed, 
but the young Rogue fell in Love with Roſe, and 


has lain with her, I think, fince ſhe came to Town. 


Ball. So that between you both, Roſe has bem | 


finely manag'd. | 
Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm 
from me. 


Ball. All's ſafe, I find Now Captain, you mult 


know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Coun 


was well grounded; he ſaid I ſhould heartily repent 


his being hited, and ſo I do from my Soul. 
Plume. Ay! For what Reaſon ? 


Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he 


was, born of as good a Family as any in this Coun- 
ty, and he is Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. 
Plume 1'm very glad to hear it——PFor 1 wanted 


but a Man of that Quality to make my Company | 


a perſe& Repreſentative of the whole Commons of 
England. | 5 1 5 

Ball. Won't you diſcharge him? 

Plume. Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 


Ball. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my int- 
Plume. | 


mate Friend. 


cep Company with the common 
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Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 
Ball. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. 
Plume. Not a Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation 
to you much above a hundred Pound. 
Ball. Perhaps, Sir, you ſha'n't repent your Gene- 


my Pocket-Book? | Gives his Book.) In the mean time, 
we'll ſend for the Gentleman. Who waits there ? 

| Enter Servant. 
Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. 
wilſal, tell him his Captain wants him here immedi- 


nely. 
Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, en- 


| quiring for the Captain. 


lume. Bid him come up Here's the Diſcharge, 
Ball. Sir, 1 thank you———'Tis plain he had no 


| hand in't. [A4þde. 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sl. I think, Captain, you might have wd me 
better — 


than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, 
drunken Crew; and you, Mr. Juſtice, might have 
been ſo civil as to have invited me to Dinner, for 1 
have eaten with as good a Man as your Worſhip. 
Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of ReſpeR, 
upon our Ignorance of your Quality——but now you 
are at Liberty I have diſcharg'd you. 
$yl. Diſcharg'd me! 
Ball. Yes, Sir, and you muſt once more go home 
to your Father. | 
Syl. My Father! Then I am diſcover d Oh, 
Sir, [Kneeling] I expect no Pardon. 
Ball. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall 
be your Puniſhment ; here, Captain, I deliver her 
over to the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſement ; 
ſince the will be a Wife, be you a Huſband, a very 


Huſb ud when ſhe tells you of her Love, upbraid 


her with her Folly ; be modiſhly ungrateful, becauſe 
he has been unfaſhionably kind, and uſe her _ 


rofity— Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in 
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than you would any Body elſe, becauſe you can't uſe 
her ſo well as ſhe deſerves. 


Plume. And are you, Sylvia, in good earneſt? 


- Syi, Earneſt! 1 have gone too far to make it a Jeſt, 


Sir? 


P!:me. And do you give her to me in good en. 


nest? 

Ball. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume. Why then I have fav'd my Legs and Arms, 
and loſt my Liberty; ſecure from Wounds, I am pre- 
par'd for the Gout; fare wel Subſiſtence, and welcome 
Taxes——Sir, my Liberty, and hopes of being a Ge. 
neral, are much deater to me than your twelve hun- 
dred Pound a Year——3ut to your Love, Madam, I 
reſign my Freedom, and to your Beauty my Ambit- 
on greater in obeying at your Feet, than con- 
manding at the Head of an Army. 

Enter Worthy. | 

Wor. 1 am ſorry to hear, Mr. Ballance, that your 
Daughter is loſt. | 

Ball. So am not 1, Sir, ſince an honeſt Gentleman 
has found her. 


Enter Melinda. 
Mel. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my 
Couſin Sylvia? 


Ball. Your Couſin Sylvia is talking yonder with 


your Coufin Plume. 
Mel. And Wor. How! big 


Syl. Do you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Wo- 1? 


man ſhouid change: But, 1 hope, you'll excuſe a 
Change that has proceeded from Conſtancy ; I aiterd 
my out-fide, becauſe I was the ſame within; and 
only laid by the Woman to make ſure of my Man; 
that's my Hiſtory. | 
el. Your Hiſtory is a little Romantick, Coufin; 
but fince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you 
will have the World o' your fide, and I ſhall be wi 
ling to go with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an 
Injury 1 offer'd you in the Leiter to your Father. 


plans. | 


here, Mr. Laconick. 
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more and have perſuaded my Sweet-heart Cart ubeel 
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Plume. That Injury, Madam, was done to me, 
and tile Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my 
Friend, make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be ſa- 
tisty'd. 
1 A 79ood Example, Sir, will go a great way 
— hee my Coun is pleas'd to ſurrender, 'tis 
probable Ii nt hold out much longer. 

Euter Brazen. 

Braz. Genticmen, 1 am yours —— Madam, I am 
not yours. | 

Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir. | 

Brax. So am | You have got a pretty Houſe 


Ball. Tis time to right all Miſtakes —— My Name 
Sir, is Ballance. 3 

Braz. Ballance! Sir, I am your moſt obedien. 
I know your whole Generation— had not you an 


* Uncle that was Governor of the Leeward Iſlands ſome 


Years ago? 5 
Ball. Did you know him? | | 
Braz. Intimately, Sir He play'd at Billiard: 

toa Miracle ——You had a Brother too that was a 

Captain of a Fireſhip —— poor Dick —— he had the 

moſt engaging way with him ——of making Punch— 

and then his Cabbin was ſo neat — but his poor Boy 

Jack was the moſt comical Baſtard —— Ha, ha, ha, 


ha, ha, a pickled Dog, 1 ſhall never forget him. 


Plume. Well, Captain, are you fix'd in your Pro- 


1 je&yet? Are you ſtill for the Privateer? 


Braz. No, no, 1 had enough of a Privateer juſt 
now; I had like to have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer 
under falſe Colours, and a French Pickaroon for 
ought I know. . 

Plume. But have you got your Recruits, my Dear? 

Brax. Not a Stick, my Dear. 


| Plume, Probably, I ſhall furniſh you. 


Enter Roſe and Bullock. 
Roſe Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once 


to 
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to go with us ; but you muſt promiſe not to par 


Syl. I find, Mrs. Roſe has not been pleas d with her 


Bedfellow. 


Roſe. Bedfellow ! I don't know whether I had 


Bedfellow or not. 

Syl. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as litile 
pleas'd with your Company, as you could be with 
mine. 

Bull. Pray, Sir, dunna be offended at my Sifter, 
ſhe's ſomething under-bred; but if you pleaſe, II 
lie with you in her ſtead. 

Plame. I have promis d, Madam, to provide for 
this Girl ; now will you be pleas'd to let her wait 
upon you? or ſhall I take care of her ? 


Syl. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find 


it Bufineſs enough to take care of me. 


Ball. Ay, and of me Captain; for wauns! if e. 


ver you litt your Hand againſt me, I'll defert —= 


Plume, Captain Brazes ſhall take care o' that, my | 
Dear: Inſtead of the twenty thouſand Pound you | | 


talk'd of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits 


that I have rais d at the rate they coſt me————My 


Commiſſion I lay down, to be taken up by ſome 
braver Fellow, that has more Merit, and Jeſs good 
Fortune whilſt I endeavour, by the Example 


of this worthy Gentleman, to ſerve my Queen 1 


* Countrey at home. 


With ſome Regret I quit the active Field, 

Where Glory fuil Reward for Life does yield ; 
But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train 
Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 
I gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to flay, 


And raiſe Recruits the Matrimonial Way. Eren. 


EPT 
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Beat the Granadeer March —— Row, row, tow, 


Gentlemen, this piece of Muſick, call'd, 4 Over- 


ture to & Bartel, was compos'd by a famous Iralian 
Maſter, and was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, 
at the great Opera's of Vigo, Schellenberzh and Blen- 
beim; it came off with the Applauſe of all Europe, 
excepting France ; the French found it a little too 


j rough for their Delicarefſe, 


Some that have acted on thoſe glorious Stages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Muſick like the Grazadeer's engages. 


EPILOGUE. 


Ladies, we muſt own, that this Muſick of ou ; 
not altogether ſo ſoft as Bonancinis; yet we dag 
firm, that it has laid more People aſleep than all the. 
Camilla's in the World; and you'll condeſcend ts 
own, that it keevs one awake, beiter than any Operg 
that ever was acted. 

The Granadeer March ſcems to be a — 
excelientiy adapted to the Genus of the Engliſh, for 
no Mulick was ever follow'd ſo far by us, nor with 
ſo much Alacrity ; and with all Deference to the pi$- 
ſent Subſcription, We muſt ſay, that the Granadeer 
March has beea ſubſcrib'd for by the whole Grand 
Alliance: and we preſume to inform the Ladies, that 
it always has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is con- 
ſtanily heard by the talleſt, hanſomeſt Men in the 
whole Army. In ſhort, to gratify the preſent Tube, 
our Author is now adapting ſome Words to the Gre 
nadeer March, which he intends to bare performid 
to Morrow, if the Lady, who is to fing it, ſhould 
not happ:n to be ſick. 


This be concludes to be the ſureſt way 5 


4 


To draw you hither ; for youll all obey 
S. ft Wt Call tho 9 his Play. 


